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O Windſor-Foreft, or the Banks of Thame, 

Enrich my Verſe, or elevate my Strain; 

On diſtant Hills, the Northern Shepherd 
ſings, 


Not leſs Variety, or fewer Springs : 
Thou, whoſe juſt Judgment, and extenſive Breaſt, 
Have learn'd the trueſt Wit, and trueſt Taſte; 
Not prone to blame, nor falſely to commend, 
At once a gen'rous Critic, and a Friend ; 
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Accept theſe lowly Numbers I rehearſe, 
T6 thee the Muſe preſents her rural Verſe. 
Now had the rofy Dawn begun to break, 
And bleating Flocks the freſheſt Herbs to ſeek, 
When Damon left the Slumbers of his Bed, 
And, weighing on the Paſt'ral Staff, he ſtray'd 
O'er rugged Hills, which ſhone with Morning Dew, 
All blithly pleas'd his Fleecy Care*to View, b 
Which in fair Flocks, before him nip'd the Green, 
And down below, a Valley ſpread the Scene, 

All in its Beauty, Nature wore the Prime, 
The Meads were gay, the Woods were green, the 

Flow'rs fine: 

Charm'd with the Beauties of th' indulgeat Spring, 
Thus the rapt Shepherd taught his Muſe to ſing : 

O charming Seaſon ! hail propitions Year! 

Kind to the Swain, and ſmiling to his Care; 

No Skies inclement to retard our Pains, 

But Plenty fouriſhes along the Plains; 

We view the rifing Bud, and forward Bloom, 

And foy ful hope the fruitful Crop to come : 

While, with a"raviſh'd Heart, and thankful Mind, 
We fay, tis Heaven that works, and Heaven is kind: 
No parching Drought diminiſhes the Stream, 

Or Rains exceſſive o'er the Meadows ſwim ; 

Nor angry Tempeſts gather in the Skies, 

Nor Winds above the Strength of Z-phyrs rife; 

But genial Gleams, by turns, with ſruitfubShow'rs, 
Cal 1 on 1 the Greens to rife, and ſpread the Flowers: 
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And while we joyful view the teeming Soil, | 
We thank kind Heay'n, for Heav'n is pieasd to ſmile. 
See, while the riſing Sun diſplays the Morn, 
What gay Varieties the Meads adorn ; 

What charming Colours ſpangle in my View, 
Glow to the Riſe of Day, and ſhine in Dew 
In ſweet Diverſities the Hills ariſe, 
And o' er the Lawn a bright Enamel lies, 

All lovely thrown, confus dly regular, 
Heav'n owns the Work, the Works a Heav'n declare. 
Thoſe Banks which Winter naked left and bare, 
Here bloom in Flow'rs, and Verdures riſe up there 3 
Delightful Buds are by the Bramble born, 
And opening Roſes flouriſh on the Thorn: 
The joyful Husbandman his Orchard ſees, 
While hopeful Bloſſom ſheet his ſpreading Trees; 
Fine Promiſes of Golden Fruit to come, 
And Heav'n indulgent nouriſhes the Bloom. 
See here the purling Streamlet gently flows 
Adown the Hull, ſtill ſwelling as it goes; 
Now ſtraight, now turn'd, then winding on again, 
Viſits each Field, and murmurs thro? the Plain; 
| While all along a blended Scene of Flow'rs 
The Margin grace, or dally with the Courſe : 
Nature all joy'd, laugh upward to the Skies, 
And Heay'n too pleas'd, returns us Paradiſe. _ | 
Hark how the Woods, and Hedges, ſeem to vie, 
Which ſends the ſweeteſt Warbles to the Skie; 
With the loud Throaſtle, there the Copice rings, 
The Black- Bird whifiles, and the Linnet fings; ; 
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Here the gay Gold- Finch chants a pleaſing Strain, 

And there the lofty Lark forſakes the Plain; 

Whilſt Rocks reply, and Hills repeat the Voice, 

And Heav'n, which gave, receives the grateful Noiſe, 

Hail, beauteous Spring ! thou ever lovely Scene! 

|| Drefs'd gay with Flowers! and n o'er with 

| Green; 

|| When in theſe Charms thou riſeſt to our Si whe, 1 

Our Souls are ſtruck with Wonder and Delight : 

On bleaky Winter we reflect no more, © 5 

But view, with Rapture, what we wiſh'd before : 

To ſpeak Heay'n's Power, all Nature 5 Works con. 
ſpire, | 

And grateful hon ark Rl the general Choir. 
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Ve blooming Groves, where Zephyr ſoftly breath! 
Ve Beds of Primrofes, which ſhine beneath! 
Ve Banks of Violets ! Cowſlips on the Plain! 
Roſes in Hedges ! King Cups on the Green! 
Birds in the Woods! and Larks upon the Skies! 
| Say! is it not Spring that makes you all rejoice ? 
| | Does not the Seaſon all thoſe Pleaſures bring? 
And Heav*n ! indulgent Heav'n ! ſend you Spring! 
Skreen'd in theſe Shades, O ever let me ſtay ! A 
And ſweetly ſooth a lonely Life away; 
Still pleas' d to live, nor fearful of my End, 
The Muſes my Companions; Heay'n my Friend, 
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by a Lady of Quality. 


0 ww * 1 . the Fair hides 


Mens Falſhood, and their wretched _— 4 


How 1 are with their Spouſe content, 
Or conſtant to their ashi Mate? 


How, ande Souls below are join'd, 
For one another fram'd Above ! 
How ſeldom Pairs of Hearts we find, 
By Heaven ordain'd for mutual Love! 
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Thus Mens inconſtant Souls they blame, 


For want of Knowledge, or of Thought, | ; 


While all this Time 'tis in the Frame 
Of both our Bodies lies the Fault. 


When great Fove made this little Ball, | 


For Four-leg'd Beaſt, and creeping Things, | 11 | 


At length he form'd (to govern all) 
A Two-leg'd Creature, without Wing. 


Millions e We 2 a 


To fave himſelf all future Trouble, 
And Men and Women, for the nonce, 
By Pairs, like Tallies, he made double. 
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Then from Ohmpas dreadful Top, * 
Well ſhaken in a Bag together, | 

He loos'd them down, and let them drop 
Juft as it pleag'd the Wind and Weather: | 


Some fell in AM, ſome in Greece, |: » 
+ In England ſome, and ſome. in & ain, 
But ſeldom two, of the fame Piece, 

In the ſame Climate met again. 


Hence Men, when grown to riper Years, 
Rememb'ring this their former Making, 

Hunt up and down to find their Pairs, 
And Women are in the ſame taking. 


Some prove too ſhort, and ſome too tall, 
This is too big, and that too little, 

A Fault they're ſure to find in all, 
For few were Tallies to a Tittle. 


By chance a pair may meet, and love, 
And ſpend their Time in Bliſs together, 
But when they tumbled from Above, | 

It malt be mighty temp'rate Weather. 


From henee the murmuring Fair may ſee 
Mens Hearts are not to blame a- bit, 
Our Souls would never diſagree, 
If once our Bodies did but kit, 
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An ODE Extempora 


N old Sage of late, RE 
Much puzzled his Pate, 
What Fruit bore that Vital Arbor, 
At the Eaſtward of Eden, 
By Angels forbidden 
To be cropt by Adam the Gard' ner. 


Large Volumes he read, 
And oft claw'd his Head, 
Top'd Small-Beer by Quarts to keep ſober, 
Shun'd Cyder and Punch, 
And Juice of the Bunch, 
Nor ſip'd of March Beer, nor October. 


OD 


At length on a Day, 
His Guts ſwelld with Whey, ' A 
Confoundedly grip'd with the Cholic, | 
By Advice takes a Pot 


Of Red, ſcalding hot, C 
And, mellow'd, begun to be frolie. 
4 
When, kifling the Glaſs, 
He ſwore by the Mais, 
Eternally more to drink Port all; 
By Fowve, wrapt out he, f 


The Vine was the Tree 
Of Life, for it's Fruit makes Immortal. 


Vol. Ik. | B 
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Irote by Mr. Dryden. 


A Modeſt Poet” s in as great a Fright, 


| As a young Bride upon her Wedding Night; 
She {tarts and trembles when ſhe ſees the Bed, 


Like Criminals to Execution led, 
Alas, poor Soul / ſhe's loth to looſe her Maidenhead 
As Boys ſtand ſhivering on the River's Brim, 


Require the Warmth and Depth of thoſe that ſwim ; 


She cries, to married Folks, what muſt I do? 
J do fo ſhake and tremble ! was'!t fo with You ? 
But yet ſhe makes a Hardſhip to go thro”. 
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EPIiTAPH by Mr. Pope. 


T Stanton- Harcourt in Oxfirdhire, 
£& : Near this Place, lie the Bodies of 
Jol Hewwitt and Mary Dreav, 
An induſtrious young Man and 
Virtuous Maiden, of this Pariſh, 
Who being at Harveſt Work 
(With ſeveral others) 
Vere in one Inſtant kill'd by Lightning, 
The laſt Day of 72h 1718. 


Thiak not, by rig'rous Judgment ſeiz'd, 
A Pair ſo faithful could expire 


Victims fo pure, Heaven ſaw well pleag'd, 


Fn * * 
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And ſnatch'd them in cæleſtial Fire. 
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Live well, and fear no ſudden Fate, 
When God calls Virtue to the Grave, 
Alike *tis Juſtice, ſoon or late, 
Mercy alike, to kill or ſave. 
Virtue, unmov'd, can hear the Call, 


And face the Flaſh that melts the Ball. 
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The Firſt Pſalm Paraphras'd, by Mer. 
Alexander Pope. 


HE Maid is bleſt, that will not hear 
Of Maſquerading Tricks, 
Nor lends for wanton Songs an Ear, 


Nor ſighs for Coach and Six. 


To pleaſe her ſhall her Husband ſtrive, 
With all his Main and Might, 
And in her Love ſhall exerciſe 


Himſelf both Day and Night. 


She ſhall bring forth moſt pleaſant Fruit, 
To flouriſh ſtill and ſtand; 

Ev*n ſo ſhall all Things proſper well, 
Which this Maid takes in Hand. 


No wicked Whore ſhall have ſack Luck, 
Which follow their own Wills, 

Bat purged be to Skin and Bones, 
With Mercury and Pills. 


[ 127] 


F on hyerhe pure and cleanly Maids, 
That all good Husbands gain ; 

But filthy and uncleanly Jades, 
Shall rot in Drury-Lane. 


NN N N Ne N N N Ne e 
4 SONG, by a Perſon of Quality. 


HEN ever, C5, I begin 

Your trembling Heart to move, 
You tell me, tis a crying Sin, Pal 
ü Of unchaſte, lawleſs Love. 


How can that Paſſion be a Crime, 
Which gave my Chloe Birth ? 

Thoſe Joys muſt ſurely be divine, 

Which gives a Heav'n on Earth. 


You ſay my Love's a Crime; content, 
Allow the ſame you mult, 

More Joy's in Heaven, where one repents, 
Than Ninety-nine that's juſt. 


Than ſin, dear Girl, for Mercy's Sake, 


Repent and be forgiven ; 
Bleſs me, and by Repentance make 
Ex Holiday in Heaven. 
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A SONG. made on the Burial of . 


John Duke of M gh. 


If L L tell you a Story, a Story ſo merry, 
How the Upholders did Zohn Duke of 8 
bury; 
III tell you a Story, a Story of one, 
Who, tho' he was not, wou'd have Ain been K g Jobx. 
Derry down, &C. 


Tho' Gen'ral for Life he had been for our Sins, 
And a Sovereign, inſtead of a Mindleheim Prince, 
Death has ended the K g, and the Conquerors Power, 


Since he could be but Gen' ral for Life, and no more. 


Derry down, Kc. 


He's as dead as Queen Anne, the Day after ſhe dy'd, 
And the Dead never bite, at his Entrance he wt. 
Yet his merry Men all, more Civility paid | | 
To the D g. when alive, than the Lioneſs dead. 


Derry down, c. 


There were large Bakers Hampers to honour the Dead, 
And to keep an old Cuſtom, without any Bread ; 
Not a Cruſt for the Poor, tho the F acobites ſay, 


Now he can't eat his Loaves, he may give dem away. 


Derry down, &c. 
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There were Beggars by forty, for Half a Crown Pay, 
And as merry as ſorty brave Beggars were they; 
Had there been twice as many, it muſt needs have 
been ſaid, 
There were not one half of the Beggars he made. 
Derry down, &c. 
Next the Duke rode himſelf, clad in Armour fo bright, 
Which moſt Folks agree, was the beſt of the Sight ; 
In a large open Chariot, made after the Plan, 
That was us'd for Queen Mary, but not for Queen 
Anne. 
Derry * &c. 
With Banners ſo gorgeous, of Towns he had won, 
By Courage, or Conduct, by Famine, or Gun; 
With a Saying in Latin, in Letters full fair, 
Which tells us, he gain'd'* this, and more, by the 
War. Derry down, &c. 
He'd ſuch Penſions, as none had before him, nor ſince, 
And a Palace, more fit for a King, than a Prince; 
No Wonder he hated the Peace than fo fore, 
Since tis plain that he gain'd by the War this and 
more. 
Derry down, &c. 
Shou'd the Bankers abroad tell us Tales of his Store, 
We ſhould find that he gain'd by the War this and 
more; 
More than any Man knows, or perhaps ever _ 
And *tis well if he gain d not the Devil and all. 
Derry down, &c. 
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'Tis pity, great pity, his Enemies cry, 
Since in War he could live, that in Peace he cou'd 
die; 
Yet a Funeral S could never have ſhown, 
Wou'd have pleas'd People better, excepting her own, 
Derry down, &c. 


Tho' the Nohles were wanting, to make up the State, 
At the burying poor Faithful, but Unfartunate ; 
Not a Lord in the Land, but would gladly, I trow, 
Have been ſeen at his Grave ten or twelve Years ago. 
Derry down, &c. 


For Hundreds his Epitaph was to have been bought, 
But, you ſee, I have ſung him a Ballad for nought 3 

Five Hundred the Man was to have that was choſen, 
And, if he ſpoke Truth, it was well worth a Thou- 


ſand. 
Depry down, &Cc. 


Put he's dead, and his Faults might forgotten, have 
been, 
Had he not led the way, by inſulting his Q—n ; 
For the Show on the Second of Augu/? he made, 
He could ne'er make Amends, but by this Caval- 
cade. 


Derry-down, &c. 
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A Ballad upon the Maids bf Honoi, | 
baving been robÞd of Four Dozen 


of Smocks, as they hung drying upon 


the Hedges at Kenſington. 


OME liſten a- While, and I'll tell you ſome News. 


Juſt piping hot from Court; 
Tis not of a Peace, nor yet of a Truce, 
And yet *twill make you Sport. 
Four Dozen of Smocks the Maids have loſt, 
My good Lord Gran ——-m ſaid ; - 
There's never a Maid, but rather had loſt, 
By far, her Maidenhead. 


The Nation all its Money has loſt, 
The Merchants all their Trade ; 


dba Poral2-4; tv cur Gol; 


Are loſt too, I'm afraid; 

But what are all theſe Loſſes now ? 
We value them not a Pin, 

For the Maids ſo poor, have ftill loſt more, 
For they're ſtript quite to their Skin. 


A Maid of Honour, with nothing upon her, 
Her M——y than cry'd, 

Without Fig-Leaf, like Grandame Eve, 
Her Nakedneſs to hide, 


Shall ne'er with me abide, forſooth, 


Nor in my Court appear, 
For nothing, ſo like to naked Truth, 
Shall ever inhabit there. 


- PI. 


3 1 
But if, by Chance, to take a Dance, | ate. ba 
Like Goddeſſes on Na, | + 

: Theſe Maids ſhould come to the Drawing Room, 
Goodlack l what muſt they hide, ah! 


The P——ce to one an Apple may give, 
As Paris did of old, | 


But, alack, poor P—ce, I fear thy Dad 
Won't allow thee the Apple of Gold. 


The Kg, God bleſs him, now let's addreſs kim, 
For he's a gallant Lover ; 
So frank and free, gives Money with __ 
His Maidens for to cover ; a 
For he, good Man, ſive Pounds a Piece 
To each fair Maid has ſent, 
Of the Hundred and Fifty Thouſand Pounds, 
That he got from his Parl 
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A Copy of Verſes ſent to a young Lady, 
12 her Marriage 2 another,” * 
A V, dear Deſtrubtion I ſay, thou heayenly-Fair # 
Object of Love ! and Cauſe of my Deſpair! 1 | 
Say, ſhall I dare, my, Suffering to impard?** Mat, 
Or, ſhall the hidden Grief conſume my Heart? 
Shall I with Modeſty, or-Love coinply U 
Shall I expreſs my Grief, ar. ſilent die 1943 1405 
Vol. II. = 
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Better, by far, my Love- ſick Heart ſhou'd break, 


Better, by far, I periſh e're I ſpeak: 


But Rules for Love, by Nature ne'er was meant, 
The head- ſtrong Paſſion breaks thro' all Conſtraint ; 
Then your juſt Anger for a while ſuſpend, . 

Excuſe the Lover, tho' you blame the Friend : 
Receive! ah! that you would receive an Heart, 

So ſimply honeſt, ſo devoid of Art; 

An Heart (if Love be Merit) that may prove 

A Preſent worthy you, and worthy Love: 

But Heaven, ah, cruel Heaven ! has plac'd, alas ! 

A Barrier *twixt us both ! we cannot paſs! 

Then ſtill perſiſt to lead a virtuous Life, 

Be (oh! my Torture!) be a virtuous Wife! 

But yet a little you to Love may give, 

Some little Suſtenance to make me live : 
Grant me to gaze upon you all the Day; 

Grant me to ſigh and wiſh the Night away; 

And, if I may aſpire to ſuch a Bliſs, 

Grant me, ſometimes, the Tranſport of a Kiſs ! 

A Kiſs ſo pure! ſa chafte! as may be given 

By pious Zealots to the Saints in Heaven! 

Grant me — but, Paſſion, whether do I run! 

I ruſh on Ruin, and wiſh to be undone ! 

O Grant me nothing, let me not pretend 

To hope, or wiſh, to be call'd more than Friend! 
Diſdain me ! ſhun me! that may chance remove 
The Cauſe, and Object of my lawleſs Love: 
Lawleſs it cannot be] a Thing ſo pure! 
fo far from Stain! from Vice ſo far ſecure, 


[ 19 ] 

Can it be Guilt? It is a cruel Fate! 

Muſt I reſolve to die, or ftrive to hate? 

But *tis the only Medicine, and I'll ſtrive 

To ceaſe to doat, altho? I ceaſe to live. 

Thus the ſick Wretch, who ſees no Comfort nigh, 
And is at laſt convinc'd, that he mult die, 

With trembling Hand, and broken Heart, receives 
The only Drug, that quickly kills, or ſaves ; 

Sadly obeys the Doctor's laſt Command, 

Reſign'd, he takes the Potion in his Hand, 

To all that's dear, a laſt Farewel does give, 

Takes down the Draught, tho he deſpairs to live. 


On Sir Godfrey Kneller, by Mr. Pope. 


Ko by Heav'n, and not a Maſter taught, 

Whoſe Art was Nature, and whoſe Picture's 
Thought: 

When now two Ages he had ſnatch'd from Fate, 

Whate'er was beauteous, or whatc'er was great, 

Reſts crown'd with Princes Honours, Poets Lays, 

Due to his Merit, and brave Thirſt of Praile ; 

as Living, great Nature fear'd he might out-vie | 

Her Works ; and dying, fears herſelf may die, 


* Imitated from the ſamous Epitaph on RAPHAEL 
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The Latin Epitaph on Aire. Oldfield 


mmitated in Englith Verſe, by Mr, 
Marſhal. fo A 


11 Remains lie here interr'd, among 
1 he fragrant Duſt of the Poetic Throng: 

Her matchleſs Parts to the Polite were known, 

And juſtly gain'd the Praiſes of the Town: 

She aggrandiz'd whate'er the Poets writ, 

And ſhow'd its Beauty, Elegance, and Wit, 

In pompous State, around the Stage and Pit. 

In various Parts ſhe ated wond'rous well, 

And in each ſingle Part, none ever did excel. 

Her comely Form, and grave, majeſtic Mien, 

In all the Parts of Tragedy were ſeen: 

She awful looks, and graceful Geſtures ſhow'd, 

And tender Accents ſmoothly from her flow'd. 

No Hours were e' er miſpent by our Survey, 1 

b 


— 


Nor the Spectator wearied with Delay, 
But winged Time paſt pleaſantly away. 
And when ſhe made ſelected Scenes her Choice, 
Ennobled Comedy rais'd her tune ful Voice; 
« With native Charms, and careleſs Art array'd, 
«© Ten Thouſand Graces in her Beauties play'd : 
+ Melodious Muſic dwelt upon her Tongue, 
Aad charming Subjects were her daily Song: 
Not tranſient Views could her due Merit raiſe, 
Nor Claps reſounding give ſufficient Praiſe. 
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To, Miſs E--—, on ber counterfeiting 


Sickneſs. 
HLOF fell fick—do you know why ? 
She got an Indian Gown, 
So various in its Flowers and Dye, 
That, tho' each Mercer's Shop you'd try, 
Vou cou'd not get the ſame in Town. 


But 'twas not fit for public Wear, 
What ſhould ſhe do to ſhow it? 

She took her Chamber, with an Air 

So ſoft, fo languiſhing, you'd ſwear, 
Not even H——# ſelf would know it. 


Upon her Velvet Couch ſhe's plac'd, 
The favourite Gown ſhe wears, 

The Windows ſoon with Phials grac'd, 

The Doctor ſent for, comes in Haſte, 
Preſcribes, and every one's in Tears. 


Refign'd for Death the Fair One lies, 
Fair Hypocrite ſhe plays ; 

No Mortal ſaw thro' the Diſguiſe, 

For Tears ſo dim'd each other's Eyes, 
She might have play'd the Cheat with Eaſe. 


Her Female Friends come and fit down, 
They all expreis their Sorrow; 

Tell all the Scandal of the Town, 

Admire her Fancy in the Gown, 
Depart, and vow they'll come to Morrow, 
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[ 22 ] 
Another Set ſupplies their Place ; 
Mark how the Cheat's diſcover'd! 
All fee the Gown, all ſeeing Praiſe, 
This gave the affected fair One Eale ; 
She had her Ends, and ſo recover'd. 


M t Et ET Et t Se EeoEe tit itt Be t Et Be Be It Tt Tt T Ge fy 
The Lover's Litany. 


the Mole on your Bubbies, ſo round and fo 
whate, | 
By the Mole on your Neck, where my Arms wou'd 
delight ; 
By whatever Mole elſe you've got out of Sight, 
J beſeech thee to hear me, Dear Molly. 


By the Kiſs juſt a ſtarting from off your moiſt Lips, 
By the delicate up and down Jirk of your Hips; 
By the Tip of your Tongue, which all Tongues out- 
tips, 
J befecch thee to hear me, Dear Molly. 
By the Down on your Boſom, on which my Soul dies, 
By the Thing of all Things, which you love as your 
Eyes, 
By the Thoughts you lie down with, and thoſe when 
you riſe, 
J Beſcech thee to hear me, Dear Molly. 


By all the ſoft Pleaſures a Virgin can ſhare, 

By the critical Minute no V irgin can bear, 

By the Queſtion I burn for to ask, but don't dare, 
T befeech thee to hrar me, Dear Molly. 
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BEGGARS all-a-Row. 


Def ond to be ſung at Mr. Yarrow's 
Benefit. 1 


ACI Man that knows the World, 
If he be ask'd, will fay, [| 
That every one a Beggar is 


In his peculiar Way. 
So 4 Begging, &c. 


For every Sort of Beggary, 
We have our proper Tools, 
We have Argument for Men of Senſe, 
And Flattery for Fools. 
So a Begging, &c. 


The Stateſman begs a Party, 
To be his ſted faſt Friends, 
And tucks the Sillytonians up, 
When he has gain'd his Ends. 
So a Begging, &c. 


The Curate begs a Beneſice, 
The Rector begs a Stall, 
The Dean he begs a Biſhoprick, 
The Biſhop begs for all. 
So a Beoorng, &e. 


(24 ] 


The Patient begs a Cure, 
The Doctor begs a Fee, 
'Th' Apothecary begs from both, Hen 1hu]l Q 
So Beggars they are Three. 
So a Begging, &c. 


From Guns and Swords the Sons of Mar, 
The Marks of Honour beg; 
And mark how genteel is the Gift, ö 
A Wooden Arm or Leg. 
So a Begging, &c. 


The Lover begs for Pity, 
Of Cupid s Darts. complains ; 
The Nymph, with ſoft bewitching Eyes, 
Begs Conqueſt of the Swains. 
So a Begging, &c. 


The Lawyer begs a Client, 
From whom he begs a Fee; 
Which being beg'd, he begs my Lord 
To grant him a Decree. 
So a Begging, &c. 7 


The Scribler begs the Muſes, | 
To aid his limping Strain, 1 1 
But he, poor Devil, above the re., . 
Is ſure to beg in vain. * | 
IT hen a Begging, &c. 


[25] 


The Player begs a Benefit, 
And if his Scheme ſhou'd hit, 
O Lud! with what an Extacy, 
He ſees a crowded Pit. 
When a Bezging, &c. 


No Boy with Top, or Bird's Neſt, 
Can more elated be, 
Than He, if he obſerves you fill 
Stage, Box, and Gallery. 
When a Begging, &c. 


Then ſince the World are Beggars all, 
Why can't you all agree, 
To help your Bro ther Beggar, 
To a Benefit; that's Me, 
I pen a Begging, &c. 


A SONG, _ a Gentleman if York. 


OU may envy the Stateſman, complain of the 
Law, 
The Uſarer curſe, with his ravenous Paw; 
You may rail at the Prieſt, Tyther, and the Proctor, 
But among all the PlAgues, pray remember the Doctor 
Derry down, &c. 


Vo 1. II. | D 


Wd 


, 


1264 
| The Stateſman's new Scheme may make bad Tine 
| | _ worſe, 
50 The Lawyer's green Bag will ſwallow your Purle ; 5 
The Prieſt tie- you down to the Plagues of a Wife, 
But the Doctor both robs you of Money and Liſe. 
3 Derry dawn, & 


i; With his Potions and Pills, and damn'd Apozems, 

m Emeticks, Catharticks, and all his hard Names; | 
10 With his Bliſters, and Gliſters, and Noſtrums to Boct, 
| i Whenever he irikces you, he ſtrikes at the Root. 
'8 Derry down, &c. 


When ke purges your Belly, and opens your Veins, 
Inſtead of reſtoring your Vitals, he drains ; 
His Recipes equal the Bulk of your Pelf, 
And the aurum potabile is for himſelf. 
Derry down, &c. 


When you ſee him in Cloſe Stool, and Urinal's Pore, 

The Main of his Drift is to extract the Ore ; 

F don't call him Cheat, my Expreflions are kinder, 

He rather deſerves to be call'd the Gold Finder. 
Derry down, &e. 


You may curſe him, and damn him, as much as you 
pleaſe ; 
The more he torments you, the more he's at Eaſe ; 
1 But if you'd be rid of this National Ill, 


W | The way is to force him to take his own Pill. 
0 Derry down, &c. 


1 27 ] 
Preſerve me, ye Gods, from all Plagues of this Life, 
F rom the Uſurer's Gripe, and extravagant Wife; 
Preſerve: me from Stateſmen, the Lawyer, and Proctor, 
But of all human Plagues, oh ! keep off the Doctor. 


| Derry down, &c. 
n n CN Ger YR GAGA GAGA 
Epilogue ſpoke by Miſs Copen. 


O W filly *tis for one not yet full Ten, 
To think, ſo young, that ſhe ſhou'd pleaſe you 
Men; 
You cannot taſte what ſuch a Creature ſpeaks, 
Wou'd I were ſeyen Years older for your Sakes ; 
Two Handfulls taller, a plump pretty Laſs, 
Then I doubt not, my Epilogue wou'd paſs. 
But, as I am, for your Applauſe I fue, 
Pray ſpare me, for the Good that I may do. 
Gallants, I better ſhall perform e'er long, 
Deſpiſe not a poor Thing, becauſe ſhe's young. 
Twigs may be bent, Trees are too ſtubborn grown. 
And Roſes Buds are ſweet, as Roſes blown. 
In China, as T often have been told, 
The Women marry at Eleyen Years old ; 
Our Playhouſe is a Sort of China too, 
And nothing like the Stage, to make me grow. 
Tho' nat the Power, I have the Will to pleaſe, 
Fund Will's a mighty Thing, in ſuch a Caſe. 
D 2 
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10 We, on this fraſtful Soil, have Women ſeen, 
4 I's That in few Months; are grown as big again. 
= O Gemini ! what Thould be the Cauſe of tliat: 
| mM I wonder What they cat, they grow fo fat 
= We young ones know not what that Secret is, 
4 | | 4 Zut, for all that, we have a plaguey Gueſs ; 
5 And I, beginning now to chatter Senſe, 
: * Encourag'd, may divert, ſome few Years hence. 
" Then thus to y' all, I make my fond Addreſs, 
1 i Excuſe my Faults, accept my Will to pleaſe, 
0 ff Elſe may you looſe your Loves, by being thrifty,” 
A | And ne'er kiſ Woman, under Nine and F * 
5 


See DTS: W 883 


On the Death of a young Gentleman, 
by My. Pitt. 


WI H. Joy, bleſt Youth, we ſaw thee reach thy 
Goal, 

Fair was thy Frame, and delicate thy Soul; 

1 he Graces and the Muſes came combin'd, 

| "Theſe to adorn thy Body, thoſe thy Mind. 

id '| In thee at once the ſolteft Manners met, 

i Truth, Sweetnefs, Judgment, Innocence, and Wit; 

So form'd, you. flew your Race, twas quickly won, 

Twas but a Step, and finiſh'd when begunn 

Nature herfelf ſurpris'd, would add no more, 

Thy Life compleat in all its Parts before. 

But thy few Years, with plea ling Wonder told, 

By Virtucs, not by Days, and thought thee old. 
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For Age, let Wretches importune the Skies, 
Till, at the long Expence of Anguiſh wiſe, 
They live to count their Days by Miſeries. 
Thoſe win the Prize, who ſooneſt run the Race, 
And Life burns brighteſt in the ſhorteſt Space: 
So to the Convex-Glais embody'd run, 

Drawn to a Point, the Glories of the Sun ; 

At once the gathering Beams intenſely glow, 


And thro' the ftrengrhn'd Centre fiercely flow : 


In one ſtrong Flame, conſpire the blended Rays, 
Run to a Fire, and crowd into a Blaze, 
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An ODE addreſs d to 4 Lady. 


R OM Wave to Wave, with aer tall. 
Amidſt this Sea of Guilt I'm loſt; 
When ſhall my wearied Mind have Reſt? 
Oh! lull me in thy peaceful Breaſt ; 
Far from this World, ſo vile and vain, 
Lay me, where endleſs Pleaſures reign ; 
Where all is calm, and all ſerene, 
One uniform, unvaried Scene! 
Here Malice o'er Deſtruction ſmiles ; 
Here ſmooth tongu'd Treachery en 
Ruin we court in gaudy Forms, "TE 
Thus gilded Clouds preſage the Storms; 
Thus Herbs and Flowers of various Birth, 
Paint the fair. Surface of the Earth : | 


i 4 £2) * 


Below, and at the Centre, dwell 
Darkneſs, and all the Woes of Hell. 
With thee my Soul ſhou'd breath from Pain, 


Nor longer of Mankind complain; 


There, undiſturb'd, abſtra& from 'Thought 
Thoſe Forms, with which weak Man is caught ; 
There drink of Bliſs, without Allay ; 

There melt in Tenderneſs away; 


There every golden Hour improve 
In Harmony, and virtuous Love; 


There ſhelter'd, laugh at Pomp and State, 
In herſelf ſupremely great. 
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Strephon to Chloe in the Country. 


T F cer the tender Sigh, the falling Tear, 
The fond Deſire, or abſent Lover's Fear, 

Fair C//e, did thy Virgin Breaſt invade, 

And all the Softneſs of thy Sex betray'd ; 

Oh ! think with Pity on the Pains I bear, 

Th' uneaſy Anguiſh, and corroding Care, 

That both, by Turns, my raging Boſom ſhare, 

Whilſt I with inward*Grief thy Abſence mourn, 

And breath, in ſecret, Sighs for thy Return ; 

But, ah! for thy Return I ſigh in vain! 

Fruitleſs the Wiſh of thy deſpairing Swain! 

Inexorably deaf to all my Prayers, 

My Charmer ftill the Country's Bleſſing ſhares : 


"It 1 
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But ſee, my Fair One, Heavenly Charmer, ſee 
Ihe pendant Leaf hang withering on the Tree: 
How chang'd! how alter'd ! from that verdant Hue, 
Which higher Phæbus painted to gur View: 
Obſcrve all Nature pines and droops away, 
And mourns the Abſence of the God of Day: 
"Tis ſo I droop, 'till thou, my brighter Sun, 
To my fond Arms, with all thy Charms return; 
Lill thy fair Preſence does each Fear controul, 
And give new Life to my deſirin g Soul; 
Then in the Splendor of thy Beauties Blaze, 
I loſe my Pain, and, wrapp'd in Wonder, gaze. 


EEE 


A Copy of Verſes Ole by 42 N oung 
Laay. | 


HEN Nature fram'd Carrina, heavenly Fair, 
With each attractive Charm, and winning Air, 
Minerva's Eloquence refin'd her Tongue, 
Charm'd in her Speech, and warbled in her Song; 
Imperial Majeſty from Juno came, 
Sooth'd with the Softneſs of the Cyprean Dame: 
Oh ! wou'd ſome other Powers employ their Care, 
To make her kind, as theſe have made her fair; 
That ſingle Act wou'd all the reſt out ſhine, 
And make the fair PerfeQior al! divine. 
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To a Lady going to Church. 


O, brighteſt Saint, to ſacred Seats repair, 
Unlock thy Boſom, and diſcloſe thy Care, 
The liſt'ning Gods will ſurely hear thy Pray'r. 
Fly to the Temple an Devotion's Wings, 
There join in Concert to the King of Kings, 
Divine's the Muſic, when an Angel ſings. 


SESTSSISSS SSCIISESSS 


«A Ballad ſung in the King and the 
Miller of Mansfield. 


H OW happy a State does the Miller poſleſs ? 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſs ; 
On his Mill and himſelf he depends for Support, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Caurt : 
Which is better, &c. 


What tho' he all duſty and whiten'd does go ? 

The more he's be-powder'd, the more like a Beau; 
A Clown in this Dreſs, may be honeſter far, 
Tay a Courtier, who ſtruts in his Garter and Star: 
Than a Courtier, &c. 


Tho his Hands ate ſo daub'd, rank re not fit to be 


ſeen, 


The Hands of his Betters are not very clean: 


9 
A 


A palm more polite, may as dirtily deal, 
Gold, in handling, will ſtick to the Fingers like 
Meal : 


© Gold, in handling, Kc. 
What if, when a Pudding for Dinner he lacks, 

He cribs, without Scruple, from other Mens Sacks,” 
In this, of right noble Examples he brags, 
Who borrow as freely from other Mens Bags: 
o borrow, &c. : 


Or, ſhou'd he endeavour to heap an Effate, 

In this he wou'd mimic the Tools of the State, 

Whoſe Aim is alone, their Coffers to fill, 

As all his Concern's to bring Griſt to his Mill : 
As all his Concern 85 &c. 


He eats when he's 8 he drinks when he's un 
And down, when he's weary, contented does lies 
Then riſes up chearful, to work, and to ſing, 15 
If fo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King ? 
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Prologue 1 The Journey to Loniſbn, 
as ſpoke by "Mr. * AA LOL at 
Spalding, | 


Country Family, for Cindi IP" 
Without a Call — goes on enchanted Ground ; 


Vor. II. E 
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Whilſt each, bewitch'd with ſome frangs _—_ 
Dream, - | 

Fancy 'em awake, what they in Slumbers ſeem ; 
His Worſhip's Place repays the Tax he's lent, 
Who might as well have thought of raiſing Rent: 
Her Ladyſhip too — wins as much at Play, 
As will the Expences of their Tour defray : 
Miſs makes her Fortune, Marquis not her own, 
And Maſter grows a Smart, his Money flown. 
But, be advisd—my honeſt country Couſins, 
Good Folks are food, each Winter, by the Dozens : ; 
No ſtately Square, or airy Street, can give 
That Calm of Life, which here you ſafely live. 
True Elegance is not to State confin'd, 
For neither Show, nor Sound, improve the Mind ; | 
To liberal Arts, ye Maſons ! this belongs, 
Beſt rural Scenes befit the Muſes Songs : 
Content, enjoy (with Reaſon) Health and Eaſe, 
And let improving Knowledge chiefly pleaſe ; 
That cheapeſt bought, and beſt worth buying Treaſure, 
Exalts your Souls, and yields a laſting Pleaſure. 


e PEEL ELELEL 


A n adareſe 'd to the Town of 
Derby, 


UR Thanks, for Favours here receiv'd before, 
We now return, and humbly beg for more : 
Uſe us but kindly, as you did laſt Year, 
And we'll pleaſe full as well, you need not fear: 
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Do you allow us but the Means to live, 

And we'll uſe our belt Care, Content to give: 
Encouragement will give us chearful Hearts, 

To pleaſe your Fancies, when we act our Parts. 
Players, like others, act with moſt Regard, 

Where they expect to find the beſt Reward : - 

Fair Derby, it has always gen'rous been, . 
And we already have your Goodneſs ſeen; 
Therefore we pray, that Peace and Happineſs 

May this fair Town, for ever, doubly bleſs ; 

All Diſcord ceaſe, Money and Trade increaſe, 

And chearful Looks be ſeen in ey'ry Face. 

Ladies, for you 'tis our hearty Pray'r, 

That you continue long to be thus fair ; 

For no Addition can your Beauty aid, 

Nought can be mended, that's ſo perfect made: 

May harmleſs Pleaſures, innocent Delights, 

For ever crown your Days, and bleſs your Nights ; 
May no domeſtic Jars, no ſecret Strife, 

Ever diſturb the graceful Matron's Life: 

And for the Young, to Hymer's Bands unknown, 

May happy Wedding-Days come quickly on; 
May preſent Lovers, future Husbands make, 

And then the Lover's Fondneſs ne'er forſake. 

As you, ye Fair, were made to conquer Hearts, 
We humbly beg you, to eſpouſe our Parts; | 
Let us, with Joy, your Approbation gain, : } 
Then none, we hope, will venture to complain, 
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A SONG upon 4 I, oung Lady, 
» une, Black Joke. 


OWN in à Vale, in a May Morning ſweet, 
Where two little murmuring Rivulets meet, 
And glide thro' the flow'ry Meadows away: 
The Nymphs of the Plain where all met in Green, 
To weave em a Garland for Jenny, their Queen, 
And ſung thus, to ſhorten the Task of the Day: 
Oh, oh, oh, oh, what Nymph can compare 
With Jeum the blooming, the young, and the fair? 
Her Perſon ſo graceful, ſo proper, ſo tall, 
Her Mein ſo majeſtic, ſhe's pleaſing withal, 
We juſtly declare her the Queen of the May. 


Three Goddeſſes once of old, it befel, 
For Pow'r and Beauty, and Wit, did excel, 

In an Accident odd.;z were all met in a Flame: 
They much were divided, and cou'd not agree, 
For the Ball was infcrib'd to the beſt of three, 

And each of them warmly ſupported their Claim : 
But, oh, oh, oh, oh, had Jen been there, 
She ſoon would have ended the Strife and the Care; 
| The Pow'r, the Beauty, the Wit of the three, 
| In Jenm united, in Jeum agree, n 
They all muſt to Je have yielded their Claim. 
| 
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The Roſes and Lillies, and Noſegays meet, 
The Hyacinth blyſhing, and looking ſweet, | 
All faint to the Charms of her Cheeks do compare: 
What Pencil can draw, or what Tongue can define, 
The majeſtic Looks that prettily ſhine, SW 
Or the muſical Voice, that ſoftens the Air? 
Joy! oh, Joy! to the Queen of the May, 
To Jenny the blooming, the young and the gay; 
Flora no longer may give herſelf Pain, 
She's gotten a Deputy fairer to reign, 
For the Meadows and Fields are Fenm's own Care. 


* 


ce Hb Hop e; rr 
On MAY-DAY, tranſlated from 
Buchinan. | 

AIL, happy Dawn of chearful May! 
Sacred to Mirth, and Wine, and Play ; 

To Sports and Paſtimes ſet apart, 

And the fair Graces tripping Art; 

Hail! ſhining Glory of the Year! 

Who in thy Turn does till appear; 

The Flow'r of new born Youth ! the Prime 

Of too, too tranſitory Time ! 

When Spring perpetual firſt did grace 

The new made World's delightful Face, 

And the Age with yellow Metal bright, 

From Native Virtue follow'd Right ; 

The ſmiling Hours their meaſur'd Dance, 

Did with ſuch Gaitey advance; | 


4 gi<1 


| [38] 

Such balmy Winds refreſh'd the Field, 
Which waving Corn produc'd, untill'd : 

f The happy Iſles fuch Seaſons boaſt, 

it Where pining Age, and Pain are loſt: £246 

ij And void of melancholly Glooms, | 

Gay, ſprightly Health for ever blooms, 

Such Breezes court the Trees below, 
1 That on ſlow Lethe's Borders grow. 

_ The Ghofts ſuch Murmurs hear, who rove 

In Silence thro' the Cypreſs Grove. 

When purging Fires this Globe ſhall- burn, 
And golden Days again return, 

Perhaps may breathe ſuch balmy Winds, 

To fan the pure Ætherial Minds. 

Hail ! Glory of the flying Year ! 

That on thy Wings do'ſt Pleaſure bear 

Hail! Image of th* unclouded Prime 

And pleaſing Type of future Time 
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A . Proof of Love. 


8 babe Safin milled the brindled Cow, 
Young Ralph return d from holding of the 
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1 Plough ; 
: j Behind he catch'd her, and cry'd out, O Sae / Fd 
l I love thee-dearly, by this BuG I do: 


il Then kifs'd her out of Breath; with wanton Joy. 
# She claſp'd him round, and hugg'd the luſty Boy: -- 


[ 39 ] 

Her Cheeks with Pleaſure glow, her Bubbies ſwell ; 

Why, Ralph ! dear Ralph / ſays ſhe, J did not think® 
I did not think you lov'd me half fo well. * 


238 
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On Demar, f Dublin, who died there 
the 6h of July, 1720, worth 
400,CO0 it 


Eneath this verdant Hillock lies 
Demar the Wealthy and the Wiſe ; 
His Heirs for Winding Sheet beſtow'd 
His Money Bags, together ſow'd. 
And that he might ſecurely reſt, 
Have put his Carcaſs into a Cheſt. 
The very Cheſt, in which, they ſay, 
His other Self, his Money, lay. 
And if his Heirs continue kind, 
To that dear Self he left behind ; 
I dare believe, that Four in Five 
Will think his better Half alive, 


8 SLUTS 8 8888 4 
On Mr. Gay, by Mr. Pope. £ 


Manly Wit, a Child's Simplicity, 
The Morals blameleſs, and the arts * * 
words ever pleaſing, yet ſincerely true 
datyre ſtill juſt, with amour erer new: 
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40 
Above Temptation in a low Eſtate, 
And uncorrupted even among the Great; 

A ſafe Companion, and an eaſy Friend, | 

Belov'd thro Life, lamented in the End. 

Thoſe are thy Honours : Not that here thy Buſt 
Is mix'd with Heroes, or with Kings thy Duſt ; 
But that the Worthy and the Good ſhall ſay, 
Striking their penſive Boſoms Here lies Ga x. 


SSN ACA COLOR ALAS 


An old Evitcpb on Shakeſpear, 
HAT need my e, for his aver 


Bones, 
The Labour of an Age in piled Stones: 
Or that his hallowed Reliques ſhou'd be hid 
Under a Starry pointing Pyramid ? 
Dear Son of Memory, great Heir of Fame, 
What need'ſt thou ſuch dull Witneſs of thy Name? 
Thou, in our Wonder and Aſtoniſhment, 
Haſt built thy ſelf a laſting Monument. 
For whilſt to th' Shame of ſlow endeavouring Art, 
Thy eaſy Numbers flow, and that each Part, 
Hath, from the Leaves of thy unvalued Book, 
Thoſe Delphic Lines with deep Impreſſion took; 
Then thou our Fancy of herſelf bereaving, 
Do'ſt make us marvel with too much Conceiving; 
And fo ſepulcher'd in ſuch Pomp do'ſt lie, 
That Kings, for ſuch a Tomb, wou'd wiſh to die. 
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An EPTITAPH 


3 this Stone lies prudent Dame Dorothy, 
Who honour'd the King, and ador'd his Au- 
thority ; | on 
A Churchman ſhe lov'd, but abhorr'd a Diſſenter, 
Of Churches, and Chapels, a fervent Frequenter 3 
And yet, upon Heav'n the had no great Deſign, 
For, at Prayers, ſhe ſtill ogled the ableſt Divine, 
Having long liv'd a Maid, much againſt her own 
will, hes 
And, finding her Beauty was jogging down Hill, 
To avoid all the Scorns that attend on Decay, 
She departed this Life on the Twentieth of Mayr. 
Then pray for her Soul, all ye Tygers in Crape, 
Pray hard, for, I fear, it can hardly eſcape \ 
From leading, in Hell, a huge, over-grown Ape. 


8828888888888 
On a Fly, drowned in a Lady's Exe. 


LIFE Fly, that thus preſum'd 
T” invade celeſtial Light; 
Bold Phaeton, to Ruin doom'd, 

Fell not from ſuch a Height. 
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You hop'd to mingle in a Flame, 
And, Phemnx like, expire; 

How vain was your ambitious Aim? 

How ſtrange! to drown in Fire? 


So T[carus, becauſe he try'd 
To trace a trackleſs Way, 

Was, all at once, like you deſtroy'd, 
By Sun-Beams, and by Sea. 


Yet happy you, who, now at Reſt, 
So ſweet a Tomb can boaſt ; 

By Chlee's Cruelty your're bleſt, 
As by your Raſhneſs loſt. 


Let Lovers learn, by your's, their Fate, 
"Tis Chloe's Pride to ſlay ; 

Domitian like, ſhe leaves her State, 

And ſtoops to any Prey. 


SSSSKESSSUN PAVSLSEESY 
The CHANGE. 


S Countrymen, who ne'er the Sea had ſeen, 
And, at firft Coming, find it all ſerene, 
Calm, undifturb'd, the Waters lie at Reſt, 
Nor fancy how the Winds the Waves moleſt. 
So, Madam, 
Time was, when I thought little of whe now: 
Hath fallen out, between my ſelf and you: 
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Vrnhen firſt within thoſe lovely Arms J lay, 

And wiſh'd thoſe Raptures never wou'd decay, 
How unconcern'd we were, without a 'Thought 
Of thoſe Misfortunes, to our ſelves we brought $ 
For raging Winds, and Calmneſs, don't agree, 
But different are, as Wealth and Poverty 

Thus each Extream, to equal Danger tends, 
Plenty, as well as Want, can ſeperate Friends, 
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Epitaph on the Duke of Grafton, who 
was kill'd at the taking Cork in 
Ireland. 


Eneath this Place, 
Is ſtow'd his Grace 

The Duke of Grafton; 
As true a Blade, 

As &er was made, 

Or e'er had Haft on: 
Mark'd with a Scar, 
Was fam'd for War; 
Of Mettle true, 

As ever drew, 

Or made a Paſs 
At Lad, or Laſs : 

This Son of Mars 
Ne'er hung an Arſe, 


(44 ] 
Or turn'd his Tail, 
Tho' Shot like Hail 
Flew about his Ears ; 
Tho' Pikes and Spears 
So thick, they hid the Sun, 

He brayely led them on, 
More like a Devil, than a Man ; 
He ne'er wou'd dread 
Shot made with Lead, 

Or Cannon Ball 

Nothing at all; 

But a Bullet of Cort 
Soon did his Work ; 

Unhappy Pellet, 

With Grief I tell it, 

Thus quite undone 

Great Cæſar's Son; 

A Stateſman ſpoil'd, 

A Soldier foil'd ; 

G — d rot him 

That ſhot him, 

A Son of a Whore, 

I'll fay no more, 

But here lies 

Henry Duke of Grafton. 
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A Prologue, ſpoke by Miß Yarrow, ar 
Five Tears of Age. 


8 Infant Larks their tender Pinions ſpread, 
And hover o'er the Field where they were bred ; 
'Till, by their well skill'd Parents taught to fly, 
They mount, and ſing loud Carrols in the Sky; 
So I come, trembling, on the Stage, | 
Afraid to truſt my unexperienc'd Age; 
And ſcarce dare venture on a little Part, 
Unleſs I've got it carefully by Heart: 
But Time will come, if Money don't fall ſhort, 
That I, perhaps, may make you better Sport : 
I don't mean roguiſhly —— nay ! why d'ye laugh ? 
I mean, I'Il be a better Player, by half; 
That, e'er I arrive at dear Fifteen, 
I hope I ſhall be fit to act a Queen, 
Or any Thing, that Virtue will permit, 
I'll never ſpeak a naughty Thing for Wit, \ 
But try, if Modelty will charm the Pit : 
Then, you young Sparks, as I diſplay my Charms, 
Will figh, and wiſh yourſelves within theſe Arnis; 
But, tis all one, I'Il take no Pity on ye, 
Unleſs it be by Way of Matrimony ; 
For, if down-right Honeſty won't get the Pelf, 
Papa, may cen go act his Plays himſelf. 
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On Queen Ma ry. 


Ome Angel, from your own, deſcribe her Fame, 
8 For ſure your God- like Beings are the ſame; 
5 All that was charming in the fairer Kind, a 
Ul With manly Senſe, and Reſolutlon join'd ; 

f A Mien, compos'd of Mildneſs, and of State, 


Not by Conſtraint, or Affectation great; 
But, form'd by Nature for ſupreme Command, 
Like Eve, juſt moulded by the Maker's Hand; 
Yet, ſuch her Meekneſs, as half veil'd the Throne, 
Leſt, being in too great a Luſtre ſhown, 

It might debar the Subject of Acceſs, 
And make her Mercies, and our Comfort leſs, 
So Gods of old, deſcending from their Sphere 
To vifit Men, like Mortals did appear, 
Leit their too awful Preſence ſhou'd affright 
Thoſe, whom they meant to bleſs, and to delight. 


$$$ $S$S$>$%. $$$ 4$$ / $$ 
On Queen Carolina. 


Lready, by diſtinguiſh'd Virtues known, 
Three glorious Queens have grac'd the Britiſs 
Throne; 
Fair Riſe of Morn, in richer Purple dreſt, 
Which gave a fourth, ſuperior to the reſt; 


47] 


Whoſe Mind the great Elixa's Spirit warms, 
While Anna's pious Flame, and Mary's Charms, 
Conſpire to blets a Second Brunſwick's Arms. 
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On the Marriage of a Toung Gentle 
man, by Mr. Dodd. 


Wake, my Muſe, invoke the Powers divine, 
Implore Aſſiſtance from the Sacred Nine; 
Let every Thought around Parnaſſus roam, 
And bring the richeſt of its Labour home; 
In tuneful Strain, and artful Words prepare, 
To hail the 1 and his lovely Fair. 


Thrice happy Youth ! whoſe ſoft, e 


Tongue, 
Has won the Chaſte, the Virtuous, and the Young ! 
What Pen, or Tongue, or Thought, can cer reveal 
The boundlefs Raptures 7 then did feel, 
When charming ſhe did to the Temple move, 
To ſeal the Union of eternal Love ? | 
When Vows were plighted with the ſacred Ring, 
And Angels ſeem'd your Bridal Song to fingz 
While holy Troth was to each other given, 
Prompt by the Prelate, and approv'd by Heaven : 
Thus Hymer's Prieſt, your future Bliſs compleats, 
And lign'd your Paſſport to the Nuptial Sheets. 
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May all the Joys that bounteous Heaven can ſend, 


On you, and on your lovely Spouſe, attend; 


May ſhe, and you, in Love and Peace inherit 
That ſweet Content, your Virtues juſtly merit; 
And may kind Heaven grant you Health and Joy, 
An hundred-Years, and every Year a Boy; 

May Liſe be one continued Round of Charms, 
Then die, 3 in each other's Arms. 


EI BAL HINT BURLEY 


On Sylvia's Artificial Noſe gay, made of 
Sea-Sbells. 


$ I walk'o'er the Garden's verdant Glade, 
Where, from the Irees, a Sun-be-ſpangl'd Shade 

In Gold, and Purple Wavings, charms the Eye, 
And fairer makes, the Spring's fair Livery ; 
What heavenly Pleaſures do my Cares beguile ! 
How great the Joy, to. ſce all Nature ſmile! 1 
My Breaſt the ſcented Air with Rapture draws, L 
The Air, perfum'd with Jeflamin and Roſe. * 


But, ah! Reflection comes too fan a. thwart, 
And calls thoſePleaſures vaniſhing and mort; 
Then melancholly muſing Jremove, * 
To try by Sylvia's Side the Sweets of Lore : 4 
When, Io! as leaning down my Cheek to hers, 


Upon her Lap, in ſnowy Hand appears Fj 2 
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[49] 
A Noſegay, made of Jeſſamin and Roſe, 


As glorious as in niceſt Garden grows. 

I gaze with Wonder, and then ask the Maid 
What Flowers are thoſe that don't at Evening fade? 
I've not in Prime of Morning ever ſeen 

The Roſe with livlier Glow, the Leaf more green. 
Then ſhe ſmil'd waggiſh, when I ſoon perceiv'd, 
How artfuily the Charmer had deceiy'd. 

The Bunch was made of many a little Shell, 

For proper Size, and Colour choſe ſo well, 

And alſo in ſuch goodly Order plac'd, 

That Nature ſeem'd to have hericif ſurpaſs'd, 

The Fragrancy alone was not expreſs'd, 

To give it that, 1 fix'd it on her Breaſt. 

Thus Sy/via boaſts a Flow'r that never dies; 

Does thus the beauteous Spring immortalize. 
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An EPIGR AM. 


O heal a Wound a Bee had made, 
Upon my Delia's Face; 

The Honey on her Lips ſhe laid, 

And bade me kiſs the Place 
Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the Wound 

Embib'd both Sweet and Smart 3 
The Honey on my Lips I found, 

The Sting withia my Heart. 


Vor. II. G 
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An LNIG AA. 


EE here a Monſter, without Sire or Dame, 
Which is, by Nature, neither wild nor tame; 

No Fiſh, no Fleſh, no Bird, nor Beaſt, 
But yet admir'd by Great, as well as Leaft. 

It's Head is comely, yet without a Skin, 

Or Hair, to cover it, or Brains within : 

It's Neck is graceful, yet without a Throat, 
Whereby to ſwallow, or expreſs its Note. 

It's Belly, tho” capacious and great, 
Requires no Sort of Liquor, nor of Meat ; 

Yet hath it Guts, but thoſe ſo very ſmall, 

That they afford no Excrement at all : 
In fine, tis near a Bridge, thro' whieh none paſs, 
Nor under which a Riyulet never was ; 

Where, with th' long Baw Men try their Skill, 
Yet not one Arrow ſhot for Blood to ſpill. 


Solution, A Baſs Viol, 


POYDBEEY DOSS 
An EPIGRAM. 


Ulick's a Crotchet the Sober thinks JIN 
The Fiddle's a Wooden Projection; | 


[SIT 4 
ee . 


_— 


Tunes are but Flirts of a whimſical Brain, 
Which the Bottle brings beſt to Perfection; 


151 
Muſicians are half-witted, merry, and mad; 
The ſame are all thoſe that admire em; 


They're Fools if they play, unleſs they're well paid, % 


And the Others are Blockheads to hire 'em. 


S e TILL IICLICELES EE 


SONG. Tune, the Blick Joke. 


18 E more we know of Human Kind, 
The more Deceits and 'Tricks we find ; 


In every Land as well as Wales ; 

But wou'd you ſee no Roguery thrive, 
Upon the Mountains you muſt live, 
| For Rogues abound in all the Vales: 
The Maſter and the Man will nick, 
The Miſtreſs and the Maid will trick; 
For Rich and Poor, is Rogue and Whore ; 
There's ſcarce an honeſt Man in a Score, 

Nor a Woman true in Twenty Four. 
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ANOTHER, 


Tune, The Bonny Grey Ey'd Morn, 


I'S Money that ſeduces al! Mankind, 
For that we tempt the Seas, and brave the Wind; 
Thro' City, Country, Camp, it is the common Cry, 
There's nought to be ſold, but you may buy ; 


— 


M Lagh at: a Car ot 2 Cs r 


A 3 et AER AI eto bor rig TIS OO 


o i. > 


The Parſon ſells you Prayers, the Lawyer fell you Lies 
The Doctor ſells you Death; he's a Fool that buys; ; 
The pretty Lady ſells her magick Ring Daf 
The Stateſman ſells his Country, and his King. 


ess 8 6 88.85 88.“ 9888 0 26 


Certain Presbyterian Pair, 
Was wed the other Day ; 
And when in Bed the Lambs were laid, 
Their Paſtor came to praß: 


But, firſt he bid all Gueſts depart, 
No facred Rites prophane. 
For Carnal Eyes fuch Myſteries 
Should never entertain, 


Then, with a Puritanick, Air, 
Unto the Lord he pray'd, 

That he wou'd pleaſe to give Increaſe 
To this ſame Man and Maid : 


FR ei + 


Lord, — this Huſband- Man may dreſs 
Full well this Vine, bis Wife; 

And like a Vine, Lord, may ſne twine 
About him all bi Late, f | 


Sack-Poſſet then he gave em both, $524 
And ſaid, with lifted Eyes ; : — 4 
Bleſo d of the Lord, with one ho, 2 i BEN 
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With Godly Fear, the Bride drew near, 
Jo apply Prolifick Balin; 8 
And whilſt they ſtrove, in mutual Love, 
The Parſon ſung a Pſalm. 


92853888889 5 888857858 
Dean . t's Certificate. 


T Twelve o'Clock, this ſtormy. Weather, A 
. I join'd this Rogue and Whore together: 
And none but he that rules the Thunder,” 
Can put this Whore and Rogue a-ſunder. 


eng INNS 


Deſign'd to be put on rbe Tickees f for 
Mr. Yarrow's Benefit, had Playing 
continu d. Tune, Black Joke, ? 


H E Time of Your. is now come. on, 
When Crowds of Players infeſt the Town, 
Some for the Baskin, ſome for the Sock: 
Amongſt the Number I appear, 2 1 
In Hopes once more to gain your Ear, 53 
Whilſt I attempt your Smiles to inrake: 
And thus I pray, as you think fit, 
To take my Notes for Box, or Pit. N | 
Which I do promiſe I will pay 
To you, or Order, on my Day, > eG: 
Jo this Tune of the merry Black Toke. 
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[ 54] 


The PUNCH-LADLE;: | 


Octor, ſays he, we muſt agree, | 
You've made the Heav'ns your A, B, C | 
And underſtand Egyptian Knowledge | 
Above the learned Grgbam College ; 
Therefore I'm ſure you cannot miſs | 
To ſolve my Queſtion, which is this: 
n Full two Months ſince, I did inyite | 
21 * Three Friends to ſup with me one Night | 
I And, having plentifully eat, 
118 A Bowl of Punch was next my Treat ; 
14 + Made of good French, upon my Word : | 
_ Good, ſays the Doctor, by the Lord! 
After we had drank our Fuddle, 
As Women in the Straw do Caudle, 
They, having found their Brains grew light, 
Thank'd their Hoſt, and wiſh'd good Night. 
Early next Morning, after riſing, 
T found my Punch-Bowl-Ladle miſſing: 
Now if the Stars, Sir, can inform you 
Who ſtole my Punch-Bowl-Ladle from me, 
I'll own Aſtrology is amazing, 
And that the Stars are worth your Gazing, 
- Oh, quoth the Doctor, pray tell me then, 
Of what Religion were thoſe Men? 
For Stars, like unto Sovereign Princes, 
Have their different Influences, 
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And make as ſtrong, or weak Impreſſion, 
As Mortals differ by Perſuaſion. 

The firſt, ſays he, was Churchman true, 
As ever ſat in Warden's Pew ; 

And never miſs'd, each Sabbath-Day, 

To hear the Parſon preach and pray ; 
And had paid both Scot and Lot, 


And dealt in the Year, for the Lord knows what | 


Oh, quoth the Doctor, do not think 

A Churchman's knaviſh in his Drink; 
He's a true Trout, and ſcorns, Od*sfiſh ! 
To ſup the Pottage, and ſteal the Diſh : 
Go on, I'm ſure he's juſt and true, 
The Ladle lies *twixt *tother two. 

The next, ſays he, was a Diſſenter, 

No Saint, but dared to venture 

Each Night to take off his Decanter ; 
And ſhuns both Common Prazer and Lawn, 


To hear a Hide-bound Blockhead yawn ; 2 


And every Sunday thinks it fitting 

To crowd himſelf in, hum- drum Meeting; 
Tho' all his Neighbours do declare, 
That he is profoundly fair, 

And ſcorns, tho' ne'er ſo little, 

To wrong the Poor, or rob the Spittal, 
But's nicely honeſt, to a Tittle. 

The Doctor, turning up his Eyes, 
And, gravely looking, thus replies; 

I know not what to think of him, 

Tis ftrange; to ſre a Mill-Stone ſwim! 
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However, ſhall refer my Cenſure, 
"Till J hear the other, and then, Sir, 
Tu freely give my ſinal Anſwer. 
The third, fays he, was, Faith and Troth, 
A trimming Chriſtian; *twixt 'em both; 

A wond'rous, firange, bifarious Creature, 
Twixt Knave and Fool, call'd Moderator. 
Zounds! ſays the Doctor, in a Fury, 
That's the Rogue, I do aflure ye ; 

You need not ſay another Word, 

He ſtole the Ladle, by the L——d! 
Now, ſays he, here, or hereafter, 
Neither by Land, nor yet by Water, 
Truſt not the Value of a Rope of Onions, 
To a Man that halts *twixt two Opinions. 
Pleas'd with the Doctor's lucky Notion, 

I thank'd him kindly for his Caution; 
And, well contented with his Anſwer, 

I took my Leave of Necromancer. | 


pb hhdb0062$7:6593999930+% 
An Epilogue, as 228 by Mr. Gibſon 


incoln. 


Hen grateful Souls do Benefits receive, 
They're ſtill uneaſy, 'till their Thanks they 
give; 
So I, who often have your Favours prov'd, 
(And live ia Hopes, to ſee em oft renew'd} 


Bend Sond 
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[57] 
Would fain in Verſe the Sentiments impart, 
Of an oblig'd, o 'er:flowing, conſcious Heart; 
But when my Thoughts, tumultuous crowd and riſe, 
My feeble Muſe her wiſh'd for Aid denies ; | 
Which proves, tho? ſtrong my Will, my Power is weak, 
As dumb Men fondly" ſtrive, yet cannot ſpeak: a | 
By Fortune's Frowns,a wandtring Lite J lead, 
Now here, now there, am fore d torſeok my Bread; 
And ſure a gen'rous Mind muſt inward; mourn, 
To be oblig'd, unable to return: 
Believe me, Ladies, what I now declare, 
My chief Ambition is, to pleaſe the Fair; 
And an unuſual Tranſport fires my Mind, 
When this bright Circle ſceins to Praiſe inclin'd 
Tho' ſmall my Merit, yet you may depend, 
I'll tudious toil, and hourly ſtrive to mend 5. 1 
And, for the Goodneſs you have ſhewn a Player, 
(Since tis his all).accept this hearty Pray'r; 
May you with Fortune's Smiles be ever grac'd, 
And 2 one, in We Wiſh be bleiv'd. 
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2 Verſes to 4 2 Lady i in hes Sabel 


Ouchſafe, thou lovelieſt of thy Sex; to view: {' 4 
Theſe faithful Lines, and think the Wiiter true; 
Ah! cou'd I tell, but Words are all too poor, 
Scarce Thought can reach the Torments 1 endure: 
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Grief for your Sickneſs on my Mind ſtill preys, 
And, as your Health impairs, ſo mine decays ; 
With you I ſympathize, each Pain you feel, 
Does my ſad Soul with ſecret Anguiſh fill! 

Ah, Delia! then no longer doubt I love, 

Since every Action does my Paſſion prove; 

My Friend and Bottle, now no longer pleaſe, 

I figh, and wiſh, nor know a Moment's Eaſe ; 
But here I ſtop, unable to impart 

The fond O'er-ftowings of my bleeding Heart ; 
Praying to Heav'n, your Health you may regain, 
And thoſe dear Eyes expel my preſent Pain. 
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A Prologue, as ſpoke at Lincoln 5 

Mr. Gibſon, on Account of bad Bu- 

ſine ſe, ſince the Att f Parliament 
againſt Players, 


S a fond Lover, when his Miſtreſs frowns, 
At Diſtance ſtands, and Fear his Breath con- 
founds ; F 
His trembling Lips, and ſuppliant Eyes declare, 
Her Smiles give Life, her Coldneſs, ſad Deſpair : 
So we, when with your Preſence we are grac'd, 
Think ourſelves happy, and are doubly bleſs'd ; 
We view the crowded Houſe with joyful Eyes, 
And each intruding Care at Diſtance flies ; 
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But, when you're abſent, then our Fate we mourn, 
And practiſe every Art for your Return, 
Sometimes the Tragic Muſe in View appears 

To give you Pleaſure, while we cauſe your Tears; 
Sometimes the Comic Scene, your Mirth to raiſe, 
We repreſent, and that Way ftrive to pleaſe : 

By different Means, we toil to entertain, 

And hope our Labours will not prove in vain : 
Laſt Year, in Crowds, you did our Cauſe approve, 
We ſhar'd your Bounty, and we felt your Love; 
But Fortune (ever kckle as the Wind) 

Has chang'd the Proſpect, and is grown unkind; 
Sure we have nothing done that may offend, 

So hope, once more you will the Stage befriend ; 
For gen'rous Minds delight th' Oppreſs'd to raiſe, 
And, at This Juncture, double is their . 
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To a young Ledy, who was married to 


an old Man. 


Hen Love does to the Breaſt Admittance gain, 
O'er all beſides, it will Precedence claim; 
Each Word, each Thought, muſt that alone employ, 
And the fond Lover knows no other Joy. 
So, ſince your Heavenly Charms I firſt beheld, 
With your dear Image is my Boſom fill'd ; 
When, in your Sight, with Raptures, I ſurvey 
Taoſe Eyes, in which Ten thouſand Graces play: 


s 


While ev'ry Motion does ſome Charm impart, 
To fill with Wonder each Beholder's Heart ; 
Nay, ev'n when Darkneſs does to Reſt invite, 
Your much Lov'd Form is ever in my Sight, 
And in ſoft Slumbers gives my Soul Delight. 
Who once loves thee, muſt ever true remain, 
Tho' thouſand others try his Heart to gain : 
Superior to them all thy Charms would prove, 
And fire the moſt obdurate Breaſt with Love : 
But here a Thought does interrupt my Pen, 
And tells me, I'm the unhappieſt of Men; 


\ T moarn the Chance, and, ſighing, I repine, 


That 'tis not in my Power to make you mine. 
And ſince the cruel Fate that Bliſs denies, 
All other Beauties I'll at once deſpiſe ; 

Hoping, at length, the happy Hour to find, 


But, *tis! that I ime, Oh! charming Fair, be kind. 
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An Elegiac Epigram on the Death of 


the Pope. 


| 7 . Spins thought no Pope could be 
Advanc'd into the bleſs'd Society, 


"Till Pope himſelf ; But then he chang'd his Mind, 


As leſs to Heaven, and more to Earth inclin'd. 
Tho? wiſer, you may ſay, he ſeem'd to be, 


Before he reach'd Infallibility. 
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But, if to any Pope is turn'd the Key, 

By good St. Peter, Beuedict is He; 

hom Fate preſerv'd, when he from Turret fell, 
By Earthquake, down, indeed, next Door to Hell; 
Who whisk'd the proud Cardination Whig, 

Bid Church reform, and not to look fo big ; 

So, for his Loſs, ſome Proteitants are fad, 

As the belt Antichriſt we ever had. 
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ATR Lucia ſtole to Cupid's Bower, 
Her Heart 'till then was free 
The Boy aſleep, his Bow and Shafts 
Hung by Him on a Tree. 


She bent his Bow, and Arrow plac'd, 
Guided by Female Art; 

The God awoke, he drew the String, 
And hit her tender Part. 


Fll ſmite thee where no Balm nor Herb, 
That's found on Cypriar's Plain, 
Can cure the Wound which I have made, 

Or heal it up again. 


And thus ſhe wanders round the Groves, 
While-Nymphs and Swains agree, 
A fatal Arrow from his Bow, 
Has hit above her Knee, 
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Muſt confeſs I'm grown in Love, n 1 
Tho' once I thought I never ſhould ; 

4 But tis with one drop'd from above, 

=_ Whom Nature's made of fineſt Mould ; 

—_— So good, ſo fair, ſo all divine, 

11 I'd give the World to make her mine. 
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Have you not ſeen the Stars retreat, 
= When Sol ſalutes, the Hemiſphere ? ; 
=” i So ſhrinks the Beauties, ſmall and great, £ 
When Heavenly Celia does appear; 
Were ſhe as common Beauties are, 
I cou'd not love her to Defpair. 


But I cou'd never bear a Mind, 
That Homage pays to every Fair; 
Nor Confidence enough can find, 
To aim at ſo much Wit and Air: 
So Fate and Fortune did agree, 
No Woman ſhou'd be tied to me. 


DeeDee Desen 
A Meſſage From Mars to Venus by Cupid. 


H OU, little, blind an go, 
And tell thy beauteous Mother, 

Or ſtrong Reſentment I will ſhow, 

Since ſhe does love another. 


Altho' her Face and Shape's divine, 
Yet I can ftill withſtand her; 

P11 make the ſporting Youth repine, 
And ſhew Him I'm Commander. 


And if true Love has no Effect 
On that delightful Treaſure, 

The Pow'r I have I'Il not neglect, ; 
But ſeize ker at my Pleaſure. 
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The FAV OURITE. 


H ! gentle God of Love, 
Forgive a wounded Heart, 
Who long, with Vigour, ſtrove 
To appeaſe the fiery Dart; 
While Celia, all divine, 
Kindled ſoft Deſire ; 


Whoſe charming Face, we Wobl 


And blooming Grace, 
Sets all my Soul on Fire. 28 
IThro' every Purple Vein AN 


01 


Her Charms, like Magick, run; 
I glory in Love's Pain, 4 1 , 
And yield to be 'undone © © * 
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A thouſand glowing Charms 
Wanton in her Lyes, 
While from each Part, 
With trickling Smart, 
The pointed Arrow flies. 


Her Preſence wounds my Soul ; 
I pine when ſhe's away; 
She's mine without Controul, 
Wou'd ſhe my Sighs repay 3 
But now, great God J. ſhe flies, : 
From me, with Surprize ; 
Whilſt to the Fair, | 
She does repair, 
And wanton in her Eyes. 
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Mr. Pope's Receipt to make Soop, for 
the Uſe of Dean S t. 


AKE a Knucle of Veal, 
(You may buy it, or ſteal) 
In a few Pieces cut it, 
In a Stew-Pan put it. 
Salt, Pepper, and Mace 
Muſt ſeaſon this Knucle; 
Then, what's join'd to a Place *, 
With other Herbs muckle. 
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That which kill'd King Vill +, 
And what never ſtands ſtill ; - . 
Some Sprigs of that Bed ||; | 
Whence Children: are bred ; 
This much you will mend, if 
Both Spinage and Endive, 
And Lettice and Beet, 
With Marygold meet. 
Put no Water at all, 
For it maketh Things {mall ; 
Which, leſt it ſhou'd happen, 
A cloſe Cover clap on: 
Put the Pot of Vood's Mettle $, 
(That's a boiling hot e 
And there let it be, 

(Mark the Doctrine I nach) 
About———let . me ſee, - + - 

Thrice as long as you preach. 
So, ſcimming the Fat off, 
Say Grace, with your Hat off; Y 
And then, with what Rapture, 
Will it feed Dean and Chapter ? 
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Wycherly te Pope. 


I T'S, whoſe Numbers glide along 
So ſmooth, no I hought eber interrupts the 
Song; 8 
Laboriouſly enervate they appear, 
And write not to the Heart, but to the Ear: 


« 
"> [5 


v1 27 


Our Minds unmov'd, and unconcern'd they lull, | 
And are, at leait, moſt muſically dull. = : 
So purling Streams, with-even Murmurs creep, : 


And huſh the heavy Hearers into Sleep ; | 
As ſmootheſt Speech is moſt deceitful found,  _ . 

The ſmootheſt Numbers oft are empty Sound, 5 bg 
And leave our oo FREY quite: a- Ground. 8 
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A Panegyricł on Cardinal W. 


AIL, Mi niſter ! by 18 great! 

Proceeds it from thy Genius, or thy Fate? 
Courtier complete, with Manners enpolite;” 1 
Without thy Prince's Love, a Favourites: 

Not eloquent, tho' voluble of Tongue, 

And thy firſt Honours from Corruption ſprung ;// 
From Ruin and Diſtreſs, advanc'd to Power, 
From Goal to Court, the Creature of an Hour: 
[ated by each, and yet opheld by all⸗ a9 % 
Hooted in Streets, applauded in the Hall ; 
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By giving, rich; {till able to ſupply 
Freſh Credit fur each Want, and every Lie. 
French Treaties; diene) , and tame Cam- 

paigns, A 
(Thy Meaſures now) were Crimes in former Reignsy | 
What then was conſtru'd Treaſon by our Laws, ; 
Is now thy Glory, and demands Applauſe: 5 
If thou art eaſy, who dare feel his Pain? 
Tis bold to ſigh, Rebellion to complain, * 
Ev'n publick Debts transform themſelves to Gain. 
The Change that ſeem'd to force thee from the Stage, 
To ſue for Shelter from the People's Rage, 
Pie- ball'd with Dirt and Glory, brought thee on, 
And turn'd thy Sanctuary to a Throne: 
Say, mighty , are we to adore 
Thy Stars, or Genius, never match'd before? 
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F 
An Elegy on Jemmy Spiller, the fu- 


nous Comedian, wrote by a Butcher. 


Own with your 9 Bones and Cleaveys all, 
And on your Marrow-Bones, ye Butchers, fall, 
For Prayers from you, Who never pray'd before, 
Perhaps, poor Femmy may to Liie reſtore. 
What have we done? the wretched Buiiif cry, 
The only Man, by whom we liv'd. ſhou'd die? 
Enrag'd, they gnaw their Wax, and tear their W its, 
While Butchers Wives fall in Hy ſteric Fiss: 


Al 
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For, ſure as they're alive, poor Spiller's dad. 
But, Thanks to Tack Legar *,.we've-got his Head: 


Down with your ready Cole, ye jovial Tribe, 


And for a Metz5iinto let's ſubſcribe 
The Markets traverſe, and ſurround the Mint, 
It ſhall, go hard, but he ſhall be 1 in Print; | 
For he 

Was an innoffepſive, merry Fellow, 

When ſober hip'd, blith as a Bird, when mellow. 


* His Pifare by Lehr. 
PPP Ss Kehr d resse 
4 Song, call d Blouzibel. Tuns, ere 


F Anna's RM * 3 tell 
Or bright Eliza's Beauty, 
My Song ſhall be of Blouzbel, 
To ſing of her's my Duty: 
The Fair who, arm'd with Capid's Dart, 
His Flames, and other Matters, 
Is all around, behung with Hearts, 
As Beggars are with Tatters. 


To laviſh Nature much ſhe owes, 
And much to Education; 

The Girls and Boys, and Belles, and Beaux, 
Are ſtruck with Admiration ; Es 
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For blended 'i in her Cheeks there lies 
The Carrot, and the Turnip, ©. 70 4198 
And who beholds her blazing Eyes © * 
His PET Heart they burn up. W JAY! }? a 1A 
— ad yd ble, 


Her Teeth all black and yellow © | 
Her curling Hair of Saffron Hue, 
Her Lips like any Tallow 3 
Her Voice fo loud, and cke fo ſhrill, 
Far off it is admired; 
Her Tongue! which never yet lay ſtill, 
And yet was never tired. * 


Ten Thouſand Wonders riſe to View, 
All o'er the lovely Creature; 
The pearly Sweat, like Morning Dew, 
Gilds every ſtnning Feature! wn 34 Y 
As Taac of his Eſau ſaid, | KG 
She like a Foreſt ſavours; 
Thrice happy Man, for whom the 0 
Preſerves her hidden Favours. 


O Blouzibel ! for thee we pant, 

To thee our Hopes aſpire; _ 

For thou haft all which Lovers want 
To quench their raging Fire: 

Then kindly take us to thine Ams _ (_ - 
And in Compaſſion fave us Of bo 5 R * 

From Anna's and Eliza's Charms, Wy 3 a2 32 
Which cruelly enſlave us. 
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On COURAGE. 1 


DURAGE ! the higheſt Giſt, that ſcorns to bend 
To mean Devices, for a ſordid End. | 
Courage — an independent Spark from Heaven's 

bright Throne, 
By which the Soul ſtands rais 'd, triumphant, bis 
Great in itſelf, not Praiſes of the Crowd, 
Above all Vice, it ſtoops not to be proud. 
Courage the mighty Attribute of Powers above, 
By which thoſe great in War, are great in Love; 
The Spring of all brave Arts is ſeated here, 
As Falſhoods draw their ſordid Birth from Fear. 
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E RE lies Joan of Ac; the which, 
Some count Saint, and ſome count Witch; 
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0 Some count Man, and forme count more, 


Some count, Maid, and ſome count Whore. 
Her Life's in Queſtion, wrong or right, 


- Her:Death's in Doubt, by Laws and Might : 


Mean Time France a Wonder ſaw, 

A Woman rule, againſt the Saligue Law. 

But, Reader, be advis' d, and ſiay 

Thy Cenſure, till the Judgment Day 

Then ſhalt thou know, (and not before) 
Whether Saint, Witch, Man, Maid, or Whore. 
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In Memory of the Death of K. Charles 
the Firſt, wrote by the truly. loyal 
Marquis of Montroſe, upon. the Sands 
at Leith, with the Point of his Sword. 


Reat, Good, and Juſt, could I but rate 
My Grief, and thy too rigid Fate; 
I'd weep the World to ſuch a Strain, 
That it ſhould deludge once again : 
But ſince thy loud-tongu'd Blood demands Supplies, | 
More from Briarius' Hands than gu, Eyes, | 
I'll ſing thy Obſequies with Trumpet Sounds, 
And write thy Epitaph in Blood and Wounds, 
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| Prologue, deſignd for Tamerlane, 
By Dr. Garth. 1 


O Day, a mighty Heroe comes wil A 

Your curdling Blood, and bid you⁰ aaa; 5 
To Valour much he owes, to Virtue mort 7 10 
He fights to ſave, and conquers to reſtore: 
He ftrains no Texts, nor makes Dragons ** ; 
He likes Religion, but he hates the Trade. 
Born for Mankind, they by his Labours tives ” 4. 
Their Proſperity is his Prerogativeee ut 
His Sword deſtroys, leſs than his Mercy ſaves, 7 1" 
Amd none, except BB TRIS, are his Slaves - 
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Such, Britons, is the bs that you poſſeſs, 
In Counſel greiteſt, and in Camps no Jeb ; 
Brave, but not cruel, wiſe without Deceit, 
Born for an Age, curs'd with a Bajaret. 

But you, diſdaining to be too ſecure, 


Ask his Protection, and yet grudge his Power. 


With you a Monarch's Right is in Diſpute, 
Who gives Supplies, are only abſolute. 


Britain, for Shame ! your factious Feuds decline, | 


Too long you've labour'd for the Bourbon Line. 
Aſſert loſt Right, an Aflræa Prince alone, 

Is born to nod upon a Britiſb Throne. 

A Cauſe no leſs, could on great Eugene call; 
Steep Aire Rocis require an Hanibal.; 


He ſhews you, your loſt Honour to retrieve, 


Our Troop will fight, when once the Senate give. 


Quit your Cabals, and Factions, and in Spite 
Of Whig and Tory, in this Cauſe unite. 
One Vote will then ſend A4»jau back to France; 
There let the Meteor end his airy Dance. 

Elſe to the the Maatuan Soil he may repair, 


Een abdicated Gods were Latium's Care; 


At worſt he'll find fome Corn; Borough here. 
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A Prolog, 


Of the old Fa/fiaf, lab'ring to ariſe ; 
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; ſpoke by Mr. Yarrow, in 
tbe Char ater of Sir John Falſtaff. 


E E, Britons, ſee! one Half before your Eyes, 


* 


1931 
Carſe on the firait lac'd Traps, and French Machines, 
None but a Genius can aſcend theſe Scenes. 
Once more my £n277 Air I breathe again, 
And ſmooth my double Ruff, and double Chin. 
Now, let me fee what Beauties gild the Sphere, 
Body o'me ! the Ladies ſtill are fair. 
The Boxes ſhine, and Galleries are full, 
Such were our Bona Raba's at the Bull. 
But, ſupreme Fove ! what waſhy Rogues are here f 
Are theſe the Sons of Beef, and Engliſb Beer? 
Old Pharaoh never dream'd of Kine fo lean ; 
This comes of meager Soop, and ſour Champaign. 
Degenerate Race! let your old Sire adviſe, 
if you deſire to fill the Fair Ones Eyes, 
Drink unctuous Sack, and emulate my Size. 
Your half-flown Strains, aſpire to humble Bliſs, 
And, proudly, aim no lower than a Kiſs. | 
"Til! quite worn out, with acting Beaux and Wits, 
You're all ſent, crawling, to the Gravel Pits. 
Pretending Claps, there, languiſhing, you lie: 
And, like the Maids of the Green-Sickneſs, die. 
The Caſe was other, when we rul'd the Roaſt, 
We robb'd and raviſh'd, but you ſigh and toaſt. 


But here I ſee a Side-Box better lin'd, 5 
Where old plump Fact in Miniature I fird, by 
Tho' they're but Turn-Spits of the Maſtiff Kind: 


Half bred they ſeem, mark'd with the Mungril Ca. 


vVo'ns } which among ye dare attempt a Pariæ 
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Becauſe a Man out- runs them they find. Fault : 
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f you'd appear my Sons, defend my Cauſe, | + ( 
And let my Wit and Humour meet Applauſe: ,/. Lil 
Shew you diſdain thoſe nauſeous Scenes to taſte, ) 
Where Hench Buffoons, like honeft Sabitzer dreſt, \ 
Turns all good Fellowſhip to Farce and Jeſtꝰ | 
Baniſh ſuch Apes, and ſave the ſinlcing Stage, 

Let Mimicks, and ſqueaking Eunuchs feel your Rage; 
On ſuch, let your defending Scourge be try'd, 
Preſerve plump 7ack, and baniſh all beſide. 
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Epilugue to Hurlothrumbo, by Dr. 
Byrom of Mancheſter. 


Enter Hurlo, | 4 
Adies, and Gentlemen, my Lord of Flame F 
Has ſent me here, to thank you, in his Name; * 
Proud of your Smiles, he's mounted many a Story, 
Above the tip- top Pinacle of Glory: 
Thence he defies the Sons of Clay, the Criticks, \ 
Fellows, ſays he, that are meer Paralyticks ; 
With Judgments lame, and Intellects that halt, 


—ͤ— irn 1 dof 


He is, indeed, to ſpeak my, poor O pinion, 
Out of the Reach of Critical Dominion 
Odſo! here's one of them=——Critich, A . * 


Sir! 
Enter Auel "or. 


Auth. Let me come at dig !— What's that von 
ſay, Sir? 


FFA 
1 „ 
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Crit. I ſay, Rules are not obſerv'd here - Au. Rules, 
Like Clocks and Watches, were all made for Fools! 
Rules make a Play] that is Crit. What, Mr. Singer © 

4. As if a Knife and Fork ſhou'd make a Finger 

Crit. Pray, Sir, which is the Hero of your Play ? 

Auth. Hero! why: they're all Heroes in their Way. 
e Crit. Why here's no Plot ! or none that's underſtood. 

Au. There's a Rebellion tho', and that's as good. 
- Crit. No Spirit, nor Genius in't! — Aub. Why 
didn't here 
- WU A Spiritand a Genius both appear? 
Crit. Pho! *tis all Stuff and Nonſenſe — Au. Lack- 
7, ef] a- day ; 
* that's the very Eſſence of a Play! 
Your Old Houſe, New Houſe, Opera and Ball, 
Lis Nonſenſe, Criticł, that ſupports them all; 
As you yourſelves ingeniouſly have ſhown, 
"Whilſt on their Nonſenſe, you have built your own. 
Crit. Here wants Au. Wants what? why now, 
for all your Canting, 


What one Ingredient of a Play is wanting ? 

Muſic, Love, War, Madneſs, without Sham, 

Done to the Life, by Perſons of the Dram; 

Scenes, and Machines, deſcending, and ariſing, 
Thander and Lightning, every Thing ſurprizing | 

Crit. Play, Farce, or Opera is it? —— A. Ns 

{a matter whether, 

Tis a Rehearſal of em all together. 

But come, Sir, troop off, old Blundermongex, 

And interrupt the F pilogue no longer f 


ins 
2 Procerdl Hi 4. 1092 dn d 19477 
＋ rath 1. he ſays true: SG . 
The Stage has given Riſe to wretched Stuff: 
Cr tick, or P laxer, a Deunis, or à Cibben, 
Vis oply hich ſhall make. it go. doum glibber; 
A thouſand murderous Ways they caſt about 
To ſtifle it, but, Murder like——'twilt out: 
Our Author fairly ſhows, without ebe. 
Sheus it in Paris Natauralibusz 
Purſues the Point, beyond its higheſt Height, 
Then bids his Men of Fire, and Ladies bright, 
Mark how it looks when 'tis out of Sight: 
So true a Stage, ſo fair a Play for Laughter, 
Ihere never was before, nor ever will come after; 
Never, no never; not whilſt vital Breath 
Dctends ye from that iong-liv'd Mortal, Death: 
Death ! ſomething ! kangs on my prophetic Tongue, 
I' give it Utterance - be it Right or e z 
Handal himſelf, ſhall yield to Hurlobrumbo, 
And Bonancini too ſhall cry: Succumbe ! 
That's if the Ladies condeſcend to ſmile, 
Their. Looks make Senſe, or Nonſenſe, in our Iſle 


„ d e d. K. Nec . oh 


N 2 N; T& Pr ologue, Song, and Epriggue 70 
e Beaux Stratagem, lately acted in 
a Summer liland. 


AI L, happy Iſie, where Spring is ever new, 
& The Earth $13 rerdant, zud the Heaven blue; 
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tn} : 
Where, in no Spot, is Nature rough; or wild. 
But ſweetly imiles, in every fertile Field: 
For this we're thankful to the God of Light, 
W hom Poets worſhip'd tou, as God of Wit; 
Thoſe Poets tho', were Heathens of old Times ; 
We Chrittians are not ſo inſpir'd with Rhimes. 
As for our Lands, we own the Sun's good Heat, 
But, Ladies, your bright Smiles muſt warm our Wit: 
Under that powerful Influence, we will hope 
To bring forth, at due Times, a goodly Crop. 
A Scene, well poliſh'd by the Poet's Pen, 
Stands on the Stage a Mirror, that therein 
The Mind may fee to dreſs herſelf aright, 
And, fall of Charms, appear in Wiſdom's Sight : 
The flaſhy Fopling, full of Blood and Pence, 
Whereby he makes to Merit a Pretence, 
Here an unnatural Diſtortion ſpies, 
New ſets his Face, and fooliſhly looks wile : 
The Prude, a mincing Madam ; the Coquet, 
Who barters ſolid Senſe, for Name of Wit, 
Start at the foul Reflection caſt from hence, 
And blaſh into true Beauty, and good Senſe; - .. 
Herein the faithful Wife, the modeſt Maid, | 


1 
4 
. 


The Matron, meekly mourning in her Weed, 
Well pleas'd, may view themſelves, with honeſt Pride. 
As the fair Ladies all within this Place. 
Can take ſuch Pleaſure in this Looking Glaſs, 
Our Hero Beaux himſelf is proud to be 
Valet de Chambre to luck Company. 111 
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The EY fie 1nd of 0 M7 Tue. 


OW great the Myſteries of Love! n 
To court a mortal Dame ? IF 9 
The Lord of 'Thiinder, mighty Jeve, 
An — N an | 


2 


Then ah can blame his 3 Man, 
When, to obtain the Fair, 

A counterfeited Garb, and Mein, 
He does preſume to wear ? 


COMPASS DOPE IAEA AD 
Epilogue, ſpoken by Cherry. 


1 S this a Play for me to act a Part in ? 

. A Murrain take my humble Scrrant, Martin“ 
To wheedle ſo, and gain my kind Good. will, 
Then leave, ſans Ceremony faith 'tis ill! 

Had I been ſullen, I had gain'd the Point; 

Well, well, *tis Time enough; no Spouſe I want: 

In the warm Climes of AG our Beauties pine; 
1M In froſty Nights, the Stars do brighteſt ſhine ; 
3 Froſty, faid I ? Ha! who upon this Plat, 

| Of us young Girls, knows any thing of that? 
Nay, if you're 1 Sirs, and will talce wrong. 
What was right meant, 'tis Time I hold my Tongue. 


{ 794 
Tho” I am young, I can be wiſe, as well as mer. 
The Areber mult Aimwell, that hits this N 
Your Patience, Sirs ; and give me Leave to tell 
The bluſt'ri ring Beaux, an and eke the baſaful Belle, 1 j 


We know the Stratagem of either's Life, 1 
Is to commence an Hbtsband, or a Wife: 19 p 
Beware of Archer's Song then, nor belie rte 


That Jove a Swan cou'd half fo well deceive, 

To gain the Fair Ons to his fond Embrace, ? 
As when he wore £mphytrion's Shape and Face, > 
And, with the Bride, did for her Husband paſs : 
Under that Form, there's few of us that can 

Be cruel to that God-like Creature, Man ! 
Hasband ! a very pretty Thing in Truth! © 
Upon thoſe Terms, each Beauty- ſmitten Youth, | 
I dare engage, might readiiy obtain 

A Lady Bountiful, to n Pain. 


by Painting to her on 7 
FEA g K kk A8. vg 
Favourite Songs, inſerted by Deſire. 


The Dying Lover. 
HE Nymph that undoes mne 


Is fair and unkind; u IC 
No leſs than 4 Wonder EY, ; eel] 
By Nature deſign'd: . +; SY” 


— 
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She's the Grief of my Heart, 
And the Joy of my Eye, 
And the Cauſe of a Flame, 

That never can die, 


Her Lips, from whence Sweets 


Still obligingly flows, 
Has the beautiful Bluſh, 
And the Smell of the Roſe; 
Love, and Deſtiny both, 
Attend on her Will, 
She wounds with a Look, 
With a Frown ſhe can kill. 


The deſperate Lover 
Can hope no Redreſs, 

Where Beauty and Rigour 
Are both in Exceſs ; 

In Reluctance they meet, 
So unhappy am I, 

Who ſees her, muſt love, 
And who loves her, muſt die. 


ELLE LE TLETE Kg RECESS 


The Raviſh'd Lover. 
HEN Famy, blooming Fair, 
Firſt met my raviſh'd Sight 


Caught with her Shape and Air, 
I felt a ſtrange Delight; 
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871 
Whilſt eagerly I gaz d, EY | 
Admiring every Part, 
I every Feature. prais'd, 
She ſtole into my Heart. 


In her bewitching Eyes 
Young ſmiling Loves appear, 
There Cupid basking lies, 
His Shafts are hoarded there; 
Her blooming Cheeks are dy'd 
With Colour all their own, 
Excelling far the Pride 
Of Roſes newly blown. 


Her well turn'd Limbs confeſs 
The lucky Hand of Fove, 
Her Features all expreſs 


The beauteous Queen of Love: 


What Flames my Nerves invade, 
When I behold the Breaſt 
Of that too lovely Maid, 
Riſe, "ſuing to be prefs'd ? 


Venus round Fanny's Waiſt | 
Hath her own Ceffus bound, 
With guardian Czp:ds grac'd, 
Who ſport the Circle round 
How happy will he be, 
Who ſhall her Zone unloc. 
That Bliſs to all but me, 


May Heaven and ſhe refyfi' 544 
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The Conſtant . | * 0 


N vain, dear Chloe, you faoped, 
That T, inconſtant, have Poſſeſs d. 
Or lov'd a fairer She: 8 gg 
Wou'd you, with Eaſe, at once be cur'd, 
Of all the Ills you've long endur'd, 
Conſult your Glaſs, and me. 


F* 
- 
F 4 


_ 


If then you think, that Pcan 154 . 
A Nymph more fair, or one more kind. 
You've Reaſon for your Fears; 
But, if impartial! you will prove, LS 
To your own Beauty, and my Love, 
How needleſs are thoſe Tears ? 


* * 


If, in my Way, F ſhou'd, by Chance, 
Receive, or give, a wanton Glance, 

I like, but while I view: 

How ſlight the Glance ? How faint the Kiſs ? 
Compar'd to that ſubſtantial Bliſs, 
Which I receive om you! 


With wanton Flight, the curious Bee, of? 
F rom Flower to Flower, {till en free, 
And where each Bloſſom blows 5 
tracts the Juice of all he meets, 
Put, for his Quinteſſence of Sweets, 
He raviſhes the Roſe. 
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[ 93-] 
So, my fond Fancy to employ 
On each Variety of Joy, 
From Nymph to Nymph I roam; 
Perhaps, ſee fifty in a Day, 
Thoſe are but Viſits which I pay, - 
For Chlee is =y Home. 


£22668 442 464 
Female Conflangy.. 


Here liv'd, long ago, in a Country Place, 
A clever young Lad, that lov'd a brisk Laſs ; 
She lov'd him again, and (O Wonder! to hear) 
No Offers cou'd move her, ſhe loy'd him fo dear 


The Lord of the Village took it in his Head, 

To tempt her to leave him, and come to his Bed; 
He offer'd her Jewels, and Baubles, and Rings, 
But ſhe lighted his Love, and refus'd-his gay Things. 


He told her, he'd make her as fine as a Queen, 
Her Gown ſhould be Silk, and her Cap Colbertcen ; 
Bat ſhe ſaid; Linſey-Woalley and Bone-Lace wou'd 


ſerve, 


And, rather than pleaſe him, ſhe'd venture to farve, - 


He told her, he'd give her a Pad to ride out, 

Or a Coach, if ſhe lik'd it, to viſit about; 

She thank'd him, but faid, ſhe cou d very well walk, 

And, fhou'd ſhe keep a Coach, how the Neighbogr: 
__wor'd talk! ' 
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He ſaid, for the Neighbours, he 4 make it his Care,. 
Not even the Parſon on Sundays ſhou d dare 


To find Fault with her Conduct, or offer to blame 
Her Manner of Living, or blaſt her good Name. 


She told him, in ſhort, he muſt &en be content, 

For Jewels, or Gold, ſhou'd ne' er bribe her Conſent ; 
Her Heart was another's, and ſo it ſhou'd remain, 
And ſhe ſcorn'd to prove falſe for the Lucre of Gain, 


e Kg K K TILES. 


Roaft Berf Song. 


HEN mighty Roaſt Beef was the Engliſbman's 
| Food, 
It ennobled our Veins, and enriched our Blood. 
Our Soldiers were brave, and our Courtiers were good, 
Oh! the Roaſt Beef of Old E gland, and old E ng Lis 
rr " 


But fince we have learn'd, from all conquering France, 


To eat their Ragou's, as well as to dance, 

We-are fed up with nothing, but vain Complaiſance, 

Oh! the Roaſt Beef of Old * and old Eng/, 15 
Rsoaſt Beef. ERS 


Our Fathers, of old, were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 
And kept open, Houſe, with good Chear all Day long, 
W hich made their plump Tenants rejoice in the Song, 


On the Roaſt Beef of Old Englana,. and. old Engl! 45 | 


Roal Beek, | [ 


(85) | 

But nom we are dindled to what ſhall I name? 

A ſneaking poor Race, half begotten and tame, 

Which ſully thoſe Honours, which once ſhone in Fame, 

Oh! the Roaſt Beef of Old VE and old l 5 
Roaſt Beef, ; 


When good Queen PHzaberh fat on the Throne, 


* 


Eer Coffee and Tea, and ſuch Slip- flops were known, 5 


The World was in Terror, whene'er the did frown, 


Oh! the Roaft Beef of Old England, and 9 oe Loch 
Roaſt Beef. 


In thoſe Days, if Fleets did preſume on the Main, 
They ſeldom, or never, return'd back again, 
As witneſs you vaunting Armada of Spain, 


Oh! the Roaſt Beef of Old England, and old Erle 


Roaſt Beef. 


For then they had Stomachs to eat and to fight, 


And, when Wrongs were 4 cooking. to do themſelve: x 


Right, 
But now you're a Pack of I cou d but good 
Night, | 
Oh! the Ronſt Beef of O!d England, and old EN 
Roaſt Beef. 
bbb h I HSODSISSHSS 
Old Darby. 


E AR Ch/ze, while thus beyond Meaſure, 
Fon treat me With Doubts and Diſdain, 
You rob all your Youth of its Pleature, | 
To hoard up an Old Age of Pain; 
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And Darkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, 


( 86] 

That Maxim, your Love isRtill founded 
On Flames that will quickly decay, 3 

Vou'll find it to be but ill grounded, Tp 
When once you its Diftates obey. 


That Love which from Beauty is drawn, 


3 


By Kindneſs you ought to impro xe, 
Soft Looks, and gay Smiles, are the Dawn, 


Fruition's the Sun-ſhine of Love; 
And, ſhou'd the bright Beams of your Eyes 
Be clouded, which now are ſo gay, 


We n&er ſhou'd forget it was Day. 


Old Dar, with Joan by his Side, 


* You've oſten regarded with Wonder, 
He's dropſical, ſhe's ſore-ey'd, 
Yet they never are eaſy a-ſunder ; ; 
Together they totter about, 
And ſet in the Sun at the Door, | 
And at Night, when Old Darby s Pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoak one Whiff more. 


No Beauty nor Wit they poſſeſs, 


Their ſeveral Failings to ſmother ; 
Pray, what are the Charms, can you gueſs, 
That inakes em ſo fond of each other? 
Tis the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, 
The Endearments that Youth doth beftow, 


1 
„ 
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'Tis the Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and/Trath, 2 


The beſt of all Bleflpigs below, . 
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Theſe Traces for \ ever will laſt, e 
No Sickneſs or Pain can remowe, wo 
When once Youth and Beauty are pat, 
Then Age brings a Winter of Lore; 
A Friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 118 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe; : 
The Current of Fondneſs till ſioms. 


Decrepid Old Age can ne'er freeze. 
23838888858 S883 
The Shiebred, Lover. 


Elieve my Sighs, my Tears, my Dear, 
Relieve the Heart you've won; ws 
"ou my Vows to you fincere, 
Or, Moggy, Fm undone ; | y 
You ſay I'm fickle, and apt to change, | 
At every Face that's new, 
But of all the Girls T ever ſaw, 
I n&er loy'd one like. You. - 


Y 
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My Heart was like a Lump of Ice, 

Till warni'd by your bright Eyes. n 
But, ah! it kindled, in a Trice,” 7 © 296] 

A Flame that never dies n ts ene 
Come take me, try me, and you Iod, 

Tho? you ſay, that I'm not true. 
That of all the Girls I ever aw. Bod od? 

I nvyer loy'd one but you. 
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EPTGRAMS 


On a Company dancing. 


HIS Dance foretels that Couple's Life, 
Who mean to dance as Man and Wife; 
As here they'll firſt with Vigour ſet, 

Give Hands, and turn, whene'er they meet; 
But ſoon will quit their former Track, 


Caſt off, and end in — Back to Back. 
2 e ee. NE: N RR 


On J— A „Author of the Ferſes 
to the Memory of John Phillips, Ei; 


Hillips, to thy lamented Shade, 
By ſome low, whining Poet, 
A Tribute of ſad Verſe is paid, 
Who ſwears that Friendſhip made him do it. 


Thus Friendſhip wond'rous Power declares, 
Our new, ſtrange Verſe Inditer, 

Which, ſpight of Nature, and his Stars, 
Made him turn Elegiac Writer. 


Dear Shade, the Poet's With fulfil, 
His barb'rous Toil requiting, 

Keep him from each difaſt'rous Ill, | 
But moſt of all — from that of Writing. 
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LED On Henry Fiel g, e 


G with the writing of Bawdy, this was 
Was 2's Reply ; 'TP 
'Tis , what D and. tg haye done as well 
as N. bs > 

"Tis true but they did it with this ps, 
With an Ounce of rank Bawdy, went a Pound of 


good Senſe ; | the 
But thou haſt proportion'd, in thy Jane * 
found, ö 


Of good Senſe ſcarce an Ounce, and of Bawdy a Pouhd. 
ChALLLCAI GALL 4, 


The MISER. 


Inc hall, poſſeſung Heaps of Wealth, 
Lives miſerably poor; 
He ſays, tis to preſerve his Health. 
But means, by it, his Store. 


Let Freeheart but the Wretch invite, 
To dine on good Chear gratis, 

Then will he gorge like half -ftary'd W ight, 
And cram his Nunguan Satis. 


Yer. H. R 
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On 4 famous PB ſician being call 4 ous A 
of Church. 


Hilſt holy Prayers to Heaven were ; made, Ws.” 8 
/ One ſoon was heard, and anſwer'd too; 

6 | Save us from ſudden. Death was ſaid; _ 

| And ſtraight from Church Sir Fob» withdrew. 


4 7 
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Wl, Spoken on 4 7 Dan Lady Extempore. n 
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„ O U now, Maria, never look 2. 
14 In Authors, you declare, 
Except when in the holy Book 
| Vou con ſome pious Pray r: 
8 So well endow'd, you've little Need, 
6 And, Faith, the Reaſon's plain, 
Vog have by Heart, what others read, 
Or holy — or prophane. 
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RUE Wit. is like t the Brilliant Stone, 09-217 T 
Dug from the adian Mine, * e dz h A 
Which boaſts two various Powers in one, 
To cut, as well as ſhine : 


1911 
Genius like that, if poliſh'd right, 
With the ſame Gift aboundss @ 
Appears, at once, both keen and bright, © * 
And ſparkles, while it wounds. 
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On MAR RIA GE, 


Hile Pu good Prieſt, with Eyes — clos d, 
Left on the Book the Marriage Fee expos' d, 
The n new made Bridegroom his Occaſion OR”. 

And, pleas'd,,re-pockets up the ſhining Prize: 
Yet not ſo ſafe, but Mr. Surplice views 

The 1 rolic, and demands his pilfer'd Dues : 

No, quoth the Man] good Doctor, Pl! nonſuit you 1 
A plain Default, I found you off your Duty; 

More carefully the Holy Book ſurvey, 

Your Rule is, you ſhou'd watch, as well as pray. 


POPPP D IHE eee 


oſs Extempore 0 4 Lady who ack 255 
What this World was lie? 


HIS World is a Prifon in every ReſpeR, 
Whoſe Walls are the Heavens in commod, ER 
The Goaler is Sin, and the Prifotiers Men, | 


And the F * are vothing r 1 at bal 
10 Ai £35 7 rin 
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EPTCRAMS 


Gainſt a Gate Dick had a Damſel got: / 
By Chance, the Owner over heard his Plot, 
And ery'd, what mean you there, Sir, with your Mie? 
I only mean, ſaid Dick, to Prop-a-Gate. 


2 DD 9B R9 DES ee 


j 1 | | Another, 


1-0 IK F 4 prompt Sculler, one Phyfician plies, 
1 And all his Force, and all his Phyſic tries 3 

But two Phyſicians, like a Pair of Oars, 

Onder 27% ſooneſ} to the . Shores. 


. TP ESD, ce 82885 


1 4 Another. 
| AY S. honeſt Dick to truſty Fack, 
! Your Conicienc # ſo yery black, 
| = If you don't mend, yowll ſurely go 
| Amongſt the Brimſtone Blades below, - - ---- 
. Fark anſwers, with a Look fall fad, 
. 7 Tf my Condition be ſo bad, | 


Think, Richard, think Tt mul befal 
Ve, who's no 5 has uf all. 


os — 
* TY i 
q | "TY {4 = 


Dat! 
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> % 4 Courtior. 


W HY do you thus your Friend * dy 
You always promiſe, never give; 

17 thus you're ſteadfaſt to your Lie, 

Prithee, good Sir, for once deny. 


Shhbbbpb$$ppþ5$0206 0020054 


The Play of Cherry-Pit. 


Ally and Tom did playing ſit, = 
To paſs their Time at Cherry-Pit ; ; 

She ſet, he caſt, and, having thrown, 

He got the Pit, and ſhe the Stone. 


A 1 1 1 2. 1 * 1 4 7 r 2 2 fr A Nr TRR 


Another. 


N our Forefathers ſtupid Days, the Name 

Of Miſs, at Twenty, was exchang'd for Dame; 
But theſe wiſe Times, to compliment exhort ye. 
Our modern Miſſes, are full Nine and Forty. 7 


DTT Eh He be 2 dl B . AI E. .Er 


On Celia“ Picture. drawn by Sir God- 
frey Kneller. 


I T H-ſach-a ſapient Eye, and heav'aly Ming, 
Minerva taught her Arts to human Kind; 
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With ſuch attractive Charms, and graceful Air, 


Vexus was judg d che Queen of al! the Far; 4 
Such Senſe and Beauty to the Painter ſhone, | "IT N 
He * two Goddeſſes, to * . N 4 


ee ebe bb ers 1 
Y 
On the free Gift of a Benefit ta Mr. | 1 
. Dennis, by..tbe Players in the Hays B 
I Market. 1 
Fr | | 5 
is |S gy tho” pitying Players grant * 
vg Kind Charity to Worth in Want; 1 
1 So cheap will Lawyers plead its Cauſe ? 8 
| 5 Or Prieſts deſerve the like Applauſe? 8 
Never while Riches blind their Eyes, 
* And ſupercede all Nature's Ties; 5 
Nh: Never, *till Truth and Reaſon reign, 
3 And true Religion live again. 4 
9 ane 
| J. erſes to 4 Toung Lady, by Richard 
[ | Savage, EH. =o : 
oh, from one, tho now a Love - ſick Youth, 0 
Nay, tho a Poet, hear the Voice of Truth ! FE” | | 
Polly, you're not a Beauty, yet you're pretty, 
So grave, yet gay, ſo filly, yet ſo witty ; 4 
A Heart-of Soſtneſs, yet a Tongue e 
* ou ve 8 r eien in Karr Good- Nature: br. "I Ale a 


#4 % > 


1551 
Now you ate fee, and now reſerv'd a-while, - 
Now a forc'd Frown, betrays a willing Smile? 2 
Reproach'd for Abſence, yet your Sight deny d, 
My Tongue you ſilence, yet my Silence chidez _ 
How wol'dy04-praiſe me, ſhou'd-your Sex defame; 
Yet ſhou d they praiſe, grow jealous and exclaim? 
IE 1\deſpair, with ſome kind Look you bleſs, 
But; if I hope, at once all Hope ſuppreſs; 
You ſcorn, yet, ſhou'd my Paſſion change, or fail, 
Too late you'd whimper out a ſofter Tale; 
You love, yet from your Lover's Wiſh retire, 
Doubt, yet diſcern, deny, and yet deſire ; £ 
Such, Polly, are your Sex—Part Truth, Part F ion, Tt 
Some I hought, much Whim, and all a Contradiction. 


SD dips bhbbb> bp240250% , 


Epilogue to Julius Ceſar, ſpoke by Mrs, 
| Furnival on her Husband's Benefit | 
Night, "who play d tbe Part We 
Marc Anthony. 


” O Night, you ſee, we've brought upon the ww 
A Model of, the Taſte of Shatefpear's =P 4 
A ſtrang ge, graye, fghtiag, moral Play, 23 
Quite different from the new dramatic Way: . g 
But whats the ſtrangeſt Circumſtance of, alle 27575 02 
Portia, her Spou! e gnce dead, mutt eat hot Coal I- Ii A 
"I'was a ſtrange, Lale, thoſe People had of Lise, ) 27'80'T 
That the dull Hu-bang's Death, ou'd Kill the Wife! 
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He bids me call yorr Goodneſs, not our Due. 


of " , 
e 1 4 


Husbands alive, one may, perhaps, endure, 
But Death extinguiſhes our Duty, ſure ! 


a» 


Bit hold; I {wear I'd almoſt quite forgot 
The Buſineſs that I hither came about; 
You'll think it ſtrange my Husband ſhou'd not come, 
In proper Perſon, to receive his Doom: 


17 


Ah, Ladies! my Hero's fach a modeſt Ell. 
He can ſpeak more for Cæſar, than himſelf; : a i 


Therefore for him, moſt hymbly thus 1 ſue, 
And all the Favours we receive from you; 


Let Cheney write for Vegetable Food; 
Oriticks diſpute, if Laureat's Odes be good: 
Oppoſing Writers give each other Pain; 

Be it our Care, your Favour to retain. 


SASAGEHSISE f. r fü ü. . .f .f. 


Epilague to the Tender Husband, ſpoke 
by Mrs. F urnival, mho play's Mrs. 


Clerimom. 


Hat variqus Arts to pleaſure you we try 3 
We whine, we laugh, we. ranks we * UDgs we 
ce! _.* 14 
Sometimes a prudiſh Rigidnels inte, 
Then es an. inſolent Coquer preſumes 7 ll © 
Show all the different Paſſions of the gk. | ®© 
How Joy and Grief, by Turns, our Hearts controul. 
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(97 ] 
To Night, I think, Tve been a modiſh Wife, 
And ſhewn my Taſte for Matrimonial Life ; 
Thro' every Courſe of Pleaſure fairly run, 
Tho' Husband, Fortune, Fame, were quite undone ; 
My All wou'd have ſurrender'd for a Dance, 
With nothing pleas'd, but 4/amede de France“ 
My Speuſe, you'll think, was but a ſtupid Fool, 
No Man, but may be made a Woman's Tool: 
For, let 'em boaſt their Strength, their Pow'r,their Parts, | 
They're ſtill inferior to weak Womens Arts, 
Heroes may talk, and of their Battles brave, ö 


No Hero yet, but was a Woman's Slave! 
What Man from Je ne ſcay quoi his Heart can ſave? 


But, Gentlemen, don't think T ſcorn your Merit ; 
Nor think that every Wife muſt have my Spirit: 
May you, than me, a juſter Partner find, 

And may each Lady meet a Cleri mont kind: 

This is my Cordial Wiſh -—and if to Day = 
You've any Pleaſure had from this our Play, 5 
To Stee/*s immortal Fame your Plaudit pay. 


L2LSSECITS ASSSKESSE 
Epilogue, ſpoke by Miſs Copen, in the 
Character of Dicky, in The Trip 

to the Jubilee, as a Beau. 


Allants, you'll wonder what in Breeches here 
come to ac — the Ladies Volunteer 
Vor. II. 3 N t. i 
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And, as ity Talents you'll expe to know, 
Fm every Way accompliſli'd as a Beau: 
You ſee, in Dreſs I've got the modiſh Way, 
With Sword-Knot jauntet, and a ſmart Toupee:! 
Then I can dance, cry Drmme ! and take Snuff, 
And, when no Danger's near, can ſtrut and buff! 
For Skill in Fighting, why there's no Occaſion, 
A true bred Beau deteſts that odious Faſhion !__ 
Can prate of ruin'd Damſels, ſwear to't too, 
And that's as much as any Beau can do..,, | 
Now, Ladies, if this fail to gain your Hearts, 
Adieu to all the Hopes of modern Smarts: 


H 


Twere hard indeed, that, Ladies, let me tell yon, 
Ay, now y ou whiſper — he's a pretty Fellow ! 


But how if, after all, you think me vain, 
And ftill uncaptiv'd all your Hearts remain ? 
Oh! whither then for Refuge ſhall I fly? 
My Brother Beaux, I doubt, will Aid deny. 
However, that I may obtain their Favour, 
Fl promiſe, for the future, good Behaviour; 
No more uſurp the Breeches, not my own, 
But the more proper Petticoat put vn; 

Grow up, in Hopes that, tho” unable now, 
Each Way to pleaſure ye I may purſue, 
And pay the Debt of Gratitude I owe. 
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Prometheus ill painted. 


OW wretched does Prometheus State appear, 

— Whilſt he his ſecond Miſery ſuffers here Por 
Draw him no more, leſt, as he tortur'd ſtand:, 
He blames great Fove, leſs than the Painter 5 Hands. 
It wou'd the Valture's, Cruelty out- go, 
If once again his Liver thus ſhould grow: 
Pity him, Fove, and his bold Theft allow, q 
The Flames he. once ſtole from Thee, CAR Hin 

now. 


h OMG 28 . OO RON 
| On 4 G E. 
FT am 1, by the Women, told, 


Poor Anacreon, thou grow'it old; 
Look how thy Hairs are falling all, 
Poor Anacreon, how they fall! 
Whether I grow old, or no, 

By th' Effects I do not know: 

This I know, without being told, 
Tis Time to live, if I grow old: 
*Tis Time ſhort Pleaſures now to take 
Of little Life, the Beſt to make, | 
And manage wiſely the laſt Stake, 


N 2 
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1 Fhigrem, From Martial. Y! 


-# | 4 


In what far Country does this Morrow tie, 1 
That 'tis ſo mighty long Cer it arrive??? 


Toe yon will live, you 2 cry; 


Beyond the Indies does this Morrow live? © 5 : . 
"Tis ſo far fetch'd, this Morrow, that, I fear, _ | 
Twill be both very old, and very dear. 4 5 


To- morrow I will live, the Fool does ſay, 
To-day iclelf 's too late, the Wiſe liv'd Yelterday. | 


S 80 W aa 8 8888 


Upon the Chair made out of Sir Francis 


Drake's Ship, preſented to the Uni- 


verſity Litre of Oxford. 


O this great Ship, which round che Globe has 


ml; © 
And match'd, in Race, the Chariot of the Sun ; ; 
This Pythagorean Ship (for it may claim, 
Without Preſumption, ſo deſerv'd a Name, 

By Knowledge once, and Transformation now) 
In her new Shapes this ſacred Port allow. 2 
Drale, and his Ship, cou'd not have wiſh'd from Fat 
A more bleſt Station, or more bleſt Eſtate nb Mull 


T2 


For (lo!) a Seat of endleſs Reſt 1 is given x 4 (63 
To her in Oxford, and to him i in n Heaven, N 469 bo 
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To Mr. Pope. er by. writing 


Ar. Gay' $ Epitaph. TF T 

Ntomb'd with Kings, tho Gay's cold Aﬀﬀes 

A nobler Monument thy Strains ſuppl7 : p4 

Thy matchleſs Muſe, ſtill faithful to thy Friend. 
By Courts unaw'd, his Virtue dares commend. © _ 
Lamented Gay, forget thy Treatment paſt, 
Look down, and ſee thy Merit crown'd at — b 
A Deſtiny more glorious who can hope? 
In Life beloy'd, in Death bemoan'd by Pepe. 


Ab Fabse Tabea 
To Mr. Cibber, by his conflant * Ad- 


mire 8 
Ci. accept theſe n W 
From an unskilful Muſe, 8 
Who trys, with artleſs Note, to praiſe, 
What envious Men abuſe. 


8 


* _ y 
bar 


Nature and Art in thee combine, 
Thy Comedies excel i HR 

With Wit, and Senſe, replete, they tin, * Rs 
And read politely. ooh 1125-02 2100'23 Aar 


Who fees tk Inconftant $ Level mage. a $1646 ran A 
But mourns Amanda's Fate? Jes (tot 101 


Each Female Heart approves his — e 
And pants for ſuch a State. 


v See Pol. the Firſt. $ Love's Laft Shift. 


When Lady Betty f treads the Stag, 
All moviſh Prades ſubmit ; © N 5d» bbs e 

What Foppington adorns our Age. 

With the ſame Grace and Wir e Maca 


In Townly 1 ſee 8 Wiſe ! ! 5 EE V 39.5 
How full of Vice l how:blam'd !_ I ! y 

How ruin'd by the modern Life.) | 
How valu'd, when reclaim'd! 


May empty Journals weekly rail, 

May all dull Bards repine ; ” 
If Wit unequall'd ſhould prevail, 

The Laurel's juſtly thine. 


.T Careleſs Husband. 8 Provet'd Husband. 


8888888 SADEDSE 
| Myra's Choice. Tune, White Joke, 


AY Myra, Toaft of all the Town, 
By powder'd Fops encircled round, _ 
„ ev'ry Beau, yet's e, 
© Charms try, &c. 8 
At Park, at Play, at Maſquerade, 
She gains the Prize from every Maid "wm 
And when ſhe fings, her rd £ 
With Harmony does glad the Ear; x 
For thrilling Sounds dwell an her Das. "FEE 
REI” _ oni 442414 A7 + \ 
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Fidelio, grad with every Charm, 
That cou'd the Heart of Virgin warm, 

For Myra ſigh'd, for her alone: 

Fer Myn, Sc. 
- Yet wou'd no Pity touch the Fair, 

To gently ſooth his deep 1 9} f Md ot 
And tho” ſhe ever frown'd;” Diſdain,/ 1 41s » 
He (till muſt languiſh, tho' in vainy ir nth 

For ſweeteſt Sounds dwell on her ab | 

For fexeeteſt, &c. 


Papilio ſmart, with flutt'ring Air, 
Breath'd artfully his mimic Care; 

With gaudy Charms the Foplin ſhone: 

With gaudy, &c. | 
No one like him cou'd ſing, or danee ; © 
The Spark was newly come from France; 
He ap'd; careſs'd, and fondly ſwore; - + + 5 
He never lov'd a Belle before; en, 
| For melting Sounds dwelt on her Tongue, 
For melting, &C. 


Cordelio, generous,” prudent, wiſe, _- 1 0 
The ſprightly Dame did thus 6 
Young Fhris's borrow'd Love to ſhun 3 
Young Florio's, &c. 
Since falſe Papilis ſoon wou'd prove, 
And was not worthy of her Love; 
Fidelio Flame was chaſte and pure, 
And woi?d *till Ebbing Life endure ; = 
His Heart fincere, as was his Tr * 
His Heart, &c. 


* 


At length with flatt riug Courtſhip cloy d. 

And faithleſs Vows, of Paſſion void, 
She found ſhe'd been abus'd too long: 

She found, &c. | 

She Floris told, He meer was true; 

Papilio, he was falſe, ſhe knew ; 

Fidelio's Sighs ſhe muſt approve ; 

And when ſhe crownid his conſtant Love, 

Enchanting Sounds dwelt on her Tongue. 

Enchanting Sounds, &c. 


4 2. #4 J. K 4 KKK 8 
MOLLY Mook 


1 LZ. the Queen of Beauty's Boaſt, 
Through all America the Toaſt, 

Does, that her Face more Eyes may catch, 

Reform it with a Negro Patch ; 

Venus for ever does delight, 

In thickeſt Shade, and Ehor Night. 

Does not Tom Serjeant try to make 

His Perſon paſſant, dreſt in Black ? 

Obſerve, the Coal of pureſt Jet, 

The fierceſt Flame does ſtill beget. 

As the moſt cloudy Myſteries, 

The Mu/ulmans devouteſt Prize, 

80 ſmarteſt Beaux, and Wits, adore 

The gloomy Grace of Mo/ly Moor. 

The proudeſt, ſnowy Forms, at laſt, | 

Muſt in a Sable Pall be dreſt: 2 
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When ſhe is up to Ceres Sone. 


And thy ſoſt Slumbers only eaſe the Brave. 


r 8 N WIT e DOES 


"IO L 105 1 eh fora rants, BA 
E'en Dolly Dang las ſelf muſt ane K 
Down to the Negro Shades below C, ꝛ ul 
Into the Pitchy Kingdom, wherg „„ Ep 
This Raven Laſs ſhall Queen appcar ;: 11 
And fit on Praſes piua's Throne. | 
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On a young Lady, who made away 


22 be. after lang 5<O0 + 27 
over Right ut Gaming. 


O H ! Death ! thou pleaſing Enb of b. human Woe 
Thou Cure of Life! thou beſt of Friends below \ 
May'& thou ſtill ſhun the Coward and the Slave, 


. 
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On Miſs Fanny's Birt h- Day,. 
Compliment! No: Curſe upon the Birt iti. 
When ſuch a Devil viſited the Karting 

Pert, proud, profuſe, and idle all Day long - 
Or buſy only with a tainted T eanpgue:. inns. mak 5 

To ſpit out Filth on every Neighbour” 5 Name 3 - 
Scorn of her Mother's Servants, and 8 s 1% 


A Girl, green, harſh, too forward, nee, 1 


nate * 


Who'll be too early ripe, and rotteg e s i FRY 
Vo z, II. oO 


* 
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On a very bulky. Gentlewoman. 


OU ſay, She's tall: Why, true, and -what —* 4 ö 
that? | 
Is very bulky, and prodigious fat; l 2 4 J 
That ſhe in Stature ſhou'd be large "tis fit, m 58 1 
Her Body” $ but Proportion d to her Wit. 


AAA 8 28 
On the new French Faſbions. 1, | 


18 TORY ſeems to fy, that 8 | 

An Head upon their Shoulders Frenchmen wore; 
A Tail alone is now the Faſhion. there, Ty 7 
Tho' much depends upon their Heads, they fvear, 
A Nation full of merry Monkies ever, 


Was France coufeſs'd.; but none till now fo clever. *, 
$HÞÞI$ÞESÞ $$45 $$ b4$> r 


Mr. J. M. 8 — being catechiꝝ d 2 8 
bis own Epiſtle” zo Mr. Pope. 


'1 HAT makes you write at this add Rat? | 

[ | | Why, Sir, it is to imitate; 

1 What makes you ſteal and triſie ſo ? | 
4 Why, *tis to do as others do. Dt 180 Aan! 10 
But there's no Meamug to be ſee n 80 
Why, that's the very Thing I men. 


Ivitur ingenio, once our Motto was, rs) JN # 
And now too well we find it is our Caſe; © 
For ſince the Legiſlature ſo thinks fit, & 4 | 
We mult depend on that poor Portion, Wit. 


5 


OE 265 —.———— e wt Oe oe > Ie — — 


Kander G G fbr fr 0 WN U K AAN Wir DH 


, 9 4% . . 4 
. 4 4 


— 


Another. e 
Ehold! ambitious of the Britiſb Bays, 
C:bber and Dack contend in Rival Lays. 
But, gentle Colley, ſhould thy Verſe prevail, 
Thou haſt no Fence, alas! againſt his Blail :14. 4. ©. 
Wherefore thy Claim reſign, allow his Right; 
For Duck can threſh, ou . as well as write. 


. 


On the late Mrs. Oldfield. 
Ince Farce, and tongueleſs Pantomimes can charm. 


And Dollalolli each Coxcomb's Boſom warm: 
"Twas Time for Olaſeld, Glory of the Sage, 
To fly, indignant, this dull, thankleſs Age. 
Oldfield, whoſe every Action had 2 Tongue. 
Graceful her Air, her Speech melodious dong g 
But, thank our Stars, ſhe's gone ; and Bogth is dumb; 


50 ſhall my Brethren live, and ele Tom Thund. 
* ComitHt Tragedy of Tom Thumb 
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A not her. . 
E LL, faid Apollo, Still "tis mine, 7 


To give the 16al Laurel; "4 L 
For that, my Pope, my Son divine, 1 
Of Rivals end the Quarrel, - _ + os 


Baut gueſſing who wou'd have the Luck, 
To be the B— day Fibber; 

I thought of Dennis, Theobald, Duck, 
But never dream'd of Cibbe. 


E. . k Ki K. r SEE EEE . t. . L. . E. . L. . Te 
-Upon a beautiful Lady who was blind. 


HO beauteous Mira Heaven deprives of Sight, 
To view thoſe Charms which give the World 
Delight 
Let not her Heart, oppreſs'd with Grief, complain, 
Had ſhe beheld her Form ſhe had been vain. 
One Senſe, in pure Compaſſion, Heaven denies, 
And to ſecure her Virtue, dims her Eyes. 


Dr 
A EURLESQUE. | 


CON, and Leonilla, Acon's Mother, 
Had but two Eyes 'twixt both, he one, ſhe tother, 
On dear Mamma, kind Boy, beſtow thy one, 
Then ſhe 'I have two * MY have none, 


1109 


On recetuing a Preſent of an Orange, 


O W-Priam's Son, thou may'i be mute, 7 7 
Fer I can blythly boait with thee 
Thou to the Faireſt gave the Fruit, i nod 
The Faireſt gave the Fruit to me. 


C2 DD eee 


On the Monument of the H nourable 
Robert Digby, E/ and of bis St- 
er, the py able Mifs Mar y 
Digby. in the Church of Sherborne 
in Dorſetſhire, erected br thꝰir Fa- 
ther, the Rye ht Honourable che Lord 


Digby. 


O!] fair Example of untainted Youth, 

Of modeit Wiſdom, and pacific Truth; 
Compos'd in Sufferings, and in Joy ſedate, 
Good, without Noile, without Pretenſion, great: 
Juſt of thy Word, and in each Thought ſincere, 
Who knew no Wiſh, but what the World might hear; 
Of ſoſteſt Manners, unaffected Mind, 
Lover of Peace, and- Friend of human Kind ; 
Go live! for Heaven's eternal Year is thine! 
Go! and exalt thy Moral to Are 


Add ha bleſt Maid, And on his Doom, 
:Pendive, baſk fullow's to the ſueut Tomb | 
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To the ſame Courſe, to the ſame quiet Shore, | 
Not parted long, and now to part no mote ;+ n 0 , 


Go then! where only Bliſs fincere is known, a/ 
Go ! where to loye, and to enjoy, are one. , 
Yet take theſe Tears, Mortality 5 Relief, \ 

And, till we ſhare your Joys, forgive our Grief; 
Theſe little Rites; a Stone and Verſe, receive, 
"Tis all a Father, al a F riend can u give. 


3 


Sen EE EE 


Epitaph for the Tomb of a Oenitleininn, 
who, from a ſmall Beginning, im- 
proved bis Fortune very conlderably, 
and was very charitable to People in 


Difireſs. 


E Sons of Induſtry ! learn, hence, to | od 
How far in Fortune patient Hope will go; 
By ſafe Degrees, on Honour's rais'd Aſcent, 
$low, climbing Care, at lat, will reach Content. 
Yet, ah! when op, forget not Want below, 
But ſtretch your helpful Hand to diſtant Woe: 
So roſe the Man, whoſe Duſt inſhrines this Place; 
So gain'd with Honour, and ſo gave with Grace; 
Alive, unenvied, dead, unloſt, he lies; _ "IF 
For know, a good Man's Lufluence u never dies, 
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On Mr. pau 4 "Pointer, vis y 
vrved hit Only Son à very -Jhorp 
Time, and lies buried” with” bim 1 
the Jame C Grave. 1 


By the Author of E Eurydice, © tal 


Ear to the Wiſe and Good, diſpraig's by none, 
Here ſleep, in Peace, the Father and the Son: 
By Virtue, as by Nature, Cloſe ally's, wm, 2 '» 
The Painter's Genius, but without the pride: ; ad 
Worth, unambitious, Wit afraid to ſhine; , _ 
Honour's clear Light, and Friendſhip's Warmth ai: 
vine : 
The Son fair riſing, knew too ſhort a Pate 
But, oh! how more ſevere the Parent's Fatef* -- 
He ſaw him torn, untimely, from his Side, 
Felt all a Father's Anguiſh, wept——and dy'd. 


Db e 27 


The Contraſt kita the late Duke i 
Buckingham, and the Author 7 the 
Cootrall 


«17 92 
— 


7 Hen Nonſenſe triumph'd, Mite) Villiers roſe, 
The F riend of Senſe, Nen — her güne 


rous Foes : 


* 


The Juſtice of his Satire all confeſs' d: 
Wille he bur leiqu'd the Worſt, he ſpar'd the Beſt 3 
But now, with Judgment, and with Wit, reyers'd, 
Our Author damns the Beſt, and ſpares the Worſt. 


OO eee 
A Ballad on . 


me, hark to our Ditty, which ſhall not be long, 
For we've Nothing new, Sirs, your to pro- 
long, 
So we have made Nothing the Theme of our Song: 
Which no bach, &c. 


Nor let the grave Critic of our Nothing complain, 

Tho' Nothing of Wit ſhou'd be found in our Strain, 

From Nothing, all know, there can Nothing remain: 
Which no- bad) &c. + 


From this Nothing, the Courtier Aſſiſtance muſt 
borrow, 

By this he the Arts of his Levee goes eek, 

For a Promiſe To- day, ſtands for Nothing To-morrow : 

Which no-body &C. | 


Tis from Nothing young Patriots oft catch at a Hint, 
Thunder out a bold Speech, and then get it in Print, 
'T'is their only Misfortune, there is Nothing in't: 
Which na-body, &c. 


L 113 
Of their Purfes and Gold the French have been free, 
T6 reward Farnelli — by this we may ſee 
Other Climes are as much charm'd with Nothing 2 as 
we: Which no- body, &c. 


When Ward, without Art, a fam' d Doctor is grown, 

When Mapp excels Surgeons in ſetting a Bone, 

That your Doctors and Surgeons are Nothing you'll 
own : Which no-body, &c. 


Some Wits to the Stage will their Nothings commend, 

Fult of Nothing, they write, and to Nothing they tend; 

So beginning with Nothing, in Nothing they end. 
Which no- body), &c. 


Ec $20 2g fr 1 r * th n , 1 ir d 1 i N r? 1 C. 
DE Us eſt. 8 


O more, vain | Mortals, your vile Thoughts 
purſue, 

The many Objects that's before your View, 
Declare a God; and 'tis moſt certain true: 
See ! the bright ſpangPd Luſtre of the Skie, 
View well their Motions, they will N 1 
The mighty Power of a Deity: | 
See ! the wide World with various Objects ſtor'd, 
Confeſs the powerful creating Word; 5 
A Being Supreme, an everlaſting Lord 
When you have feenall theſe, mark — Fair! 
Can there be an Argument more clear? * 
Now ! now, deny your Maker if you dare. 3 
Jia un Dien. 


Vos TS . 


On Sir Willim Trumbal, at, Kai; 


Haunted in Reakdhice. 


Pleafing Form ; a firm, yet cautious Mind, 

Sincere, thy”. prudent, conſtant," yet reſigu d 2 
pt unchang'd, a Principle profeſt, * 
Fix'd to one Side, but mod'rate to tlie reſt: 
An honeſt Courtier, yet a Patriot too, 
Tyſt to his Prince, aud to his Country true: 
Filed with the Senſe of Age, the Fire of Youth," 1 
A Scorn of W rangliug, yet a Zeal for Truth; £ 
A gen'rous Faith, from Superſtition free, 
A Love to Peace, and Hate of Tyranny | 
Such this Man was; who now from Earth remov'd, 
At length enjoys that Liberty he loy'd. 
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On Charles, Earl F Dorfet, 47 WI. 
2 - thys am in Sulſex, 


ORSET / the Grace of Courts, the Muſes Pride, 
Patron of Arts, and Judge of Natu; e, dy'd! 
The Scourge of Pride, tho' ſanttify d, or great, 
Ot Fops in Learning, and of Knaves in Stage + © : 
Vet ſoft his Nature, tho? ſevere his Lay, 
His Anger moral, and his Wiſdom ga- 
Bleſt Sarywitt!. : ho touch'd the Mean 10: true, 
As ſhow d -vace had his Hate and Ry too. 
Bleſt Courtier f who could King and | Conntry pleaſe, | 
Yet ſacred keep. bis Eriendſhiꝑs, and Tits Eaſe. =” 
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131 
Bleſt Peer! his great-Ferefathers e ry Grace 
Reflecting, and veſſected in his Raceg; 
Where other Buckburfts, other Dorſes ſhine, 
And Patriots ſtill, ar Poets, deck the Line. 


nene 20.47 $6020:5:2 
On Mrr. Corbet. 5 


Ha reſts a Woman, good without Pretence, 
Bleſt with plain Reaſon, and with ſober Sefiſe; * 
No Conqueſts ſhe; but o'er {elf defir'd, 
No Arts eſſay'd, but not to be admir'd. 
Paſiton, and Pride, were to her Soul unknown; 
Convined that Virtue only is our on. 
So unaſſected, fo compos'd a Mind, 
50 firm, ſo ſoft ; ſo ſtrong, yet fo refin'd 5 
Heav'n as its puteſt Gold, by Tortures try?d, - 
The Saint ſuſtain'd at, but the Woman dy'd, 


d cb .d Sd: g. d ins J K 
On General Henry Withers. 1 


N ERE Withers reit! thou braveſt, gentleſt Mind, 
Thy Country's Friend, but more of Human Kind, 

Oh ! bern to Arms IO Worth in Youth approv'd ! 

O ſoft Humanity in Age belo v' | 

For Thee the hardy Veteran drops a Tear, 

And the gay Courtier feels the Sigh ſincere. 

Mitlers, adieu! yet not with Fhee remove 

Thy martial Spizit, or thy ſocial Lore 


And Friends are impotent at beſt, 


116 
Amidſt Corruption, Luxury, and Rage. 
Still leave ſome antient Virtues to dur Age 
Nor let us ſay, (thoſe Eagliſb Glories gone: 
The laſt true Briton lies beneath this Stone. 


TORO MIR: N, AOL 
On Mr. Elijah Fenton, Author of Ma- 
1 iamne. 


H IS modeſt Stone, what few Marbles can, 
May truly ſay, Here lies an honeſt Man. 
A Poet, bleſt beyond the Poet's Fate, 


Whom Heav'n kept ſacred from the Proud and Great; 


Foe to loud Praiſe, and Friend to learned Eaſe, 


Content with Science in the Vale of. Peace. 


Calmly he look'd on either Life, and here 

Saw Nothing to regret, or there to fear; 

From Nature's temp'rate. Feaſt, roſe fſatisfy'd, 
an ey, n that he had liy* d, and taat he dy'd. 
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IT On SICKNESS. 


ROM this vain World, where Ills abound, - 
And Joys, but few, unmix'd, are found, ; 
Where reſtleſs Fqes thoſe Few infeſt, 


My wearied Soul, good Lord, remove 
o Bowers of Bliſs, and Friends above. 


( 137: J 

T aid; when, lol this Pray'r prefer d, 
Stern Sickneſs ( frightful Gueſt !) appear'd ; 
I ſtarted, froun d, and cry d, Begone +4 
From one, already half undone ;' +. A at] 
Can Pain a Cure from Sorrow be ? 


Fm enough wretched, without these. 


Weak Man! who errs a thouſand Ways, 
And cenſures what deſerves his Praiſe!  * © 
The hideous Form ſo ſeiz'd my Thought, 

I then th* intrinſick Worth forgot : 

But welcome, Gueſt 3 for new I find, 

Tho' ſeeming cruel, thou art kind ; 

Kind as I wiſh'd ;- and lead'it the Road, 
From this vain World, to Heaven and God ; 
To Heaven and God, I'll preſs the Way, 
Tho? grim the Pilot, rough the Sea; 

Who can his Courſe reluctant bend, 

When that's the Port, and he thy Friend ? 
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Lnesborouzh- Park, 2 Poem ; bumbly 
inſcrib'd to the Right Hi 
the Earl of Burlington. 


B Mr. Wyld, of Otley. 


Ince J have wander'd- thro? the pleaſing Scenes 

Of eaſy Hills, and ever verdant Plains +- 

In Lanesberough-Park,' the Idea ſtill appears. 
And my charm'd Mind each beauteous Object bears +- 


: RY rf 


Now, with Reflection, in my Sou! they gro, 
Struggle for Birch, and in rude Numbers flo :?: 
As waen they firſt ſprang from the pregnant Dame, 


By the fierce Heat of $975 refulgent Flame: 
With Joy I view'd great Beylk's fair — rice, 
Which e'en with atitient Architecture vie 
The ſpacious Manfion's ſplendid diſtant Sight, 
Does here t᷑hꝰ curious Traveller invite; | 
With eager Haſte, impatient of as 

He ruſhes on, deſrous to ſury ey 

1 hat Dome, which cheats him of Eis l leſs "ning ay. ä 


Heng rais'd on Pedeftals, 3 fable Train 
The Virtuoſo's Genius entertain; 
To which a brautebus Wilderneſs is join'd, 
To glad, at ence, the Stribll, the Sight, and Mind, 
As tho? *twas modell'd by a Hand divine, | 
And did with more than mortal Luſtre Nine.” 
Straigbt Fam by: x Chain of Steps convey d | 
To a cool Grove, where a delicious Shade, * 
And gay Alcbve, by fpreading Trees ate made; 3 
Review each Scene, fo lately travelbd o'er, | 
And in my Sight ariſe ten Thouſand more. 


vs 
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Now to a vand' ring Lab'rinch I ſucceed, | 
To no one Form the {everai Openings lead; 
I'm doubly loft, in Perſon, and in Thought, 
So rude it ſeems, yet mutt by Art be wrought: 
Dame Nature, ſure, ne er deck'd a Place lik6 this, 
% rich, ſo gay- fo fraught witn fragrant Bliſs 4 
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10 
Jo Aromatic Plants, nor Eaſtern Gums, 0 
Can ſhed ſuch Sweets, or boaſt of ſuch berſamerz 80 * 
Such a Collection, both of Trees and Flow'rs, 54 7 
\,tutt needs out: vie fam'd Tdea's antient Bowers: 
But ſwilt-wing'd Time, which ſummons all away, 
Forbids me longer in this Scene to ſtay; 3 
Urges my F light from this defir'd Abode, 
I'm drove from thence, as Adam by his God. 


Next, fram'the Terras's exalted Height, 
High ton'ring Trees attract my attonith'd Sight; 
Large Crops of Corn, rich vi and pak ring 

Groves, 

Where the fond Mother with her Lambkin royes: ; 
A youthful Wood on either Hand appears, | 
Whole Boughs with whiſtling ! Notes ſalute dur Ears 3 
Frequented with the airy ſeather'd Throung, 
Who praiſe their Dwelling in each tuneful Song: 
Faſt at whoſe Foot à large Canal is plac'd, 3 
With ſilver Swans, and funny Halcyons gracid. | 
But, oh! whi!f thus thoſe little Globes of Lighr 
Are entertain'd with the amazing Sigbt, 16 
We rudely cruſh, heneath our bending Feet, 
The Goddeſs which adorns this bleſt Retreat; — 
Fair Flora here, with more than wonted Pride, . 
Does round the Walk illuſtriouſiy reſide. 


» «- 
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From whenee we down a verdant Hill defend, | 
And for freſh Objects fill our PaTige bend: Ys | 
Strong 1'rces;on-each Side form. a lovely Walk, 
And ſpotted Deer a- round us wildly ita!k. 
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Then, with triumphant Pleaſure, we ſurvey 
Rolli ling Caſcades, which ſeem to form a Sea; 
Rapid and loud, fretting, yet always clear, 

A grateful Murmur ſtrikes the liſt'ning Ear. 


Next, to the Garden we direct our Way, 
Whole Glories, when I ſhou'd in Verſe diſplay, 
Notes of Surprize, and Admiration fill 
The ſpotleſs Paper, and employ my Quill. 

O! happy Boe! who can ſuch Sweets poſſeſs! 
Yet, ſure, no virtuous Man wou'd wiſh him leſs. 


<> / 
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SS gg Sg SSSR 
Epitaph on a late R R—d Pr—te. 


'ER E Sarum lies, of late as wiſe 
As once was Tom Aquinas ; 


Lawn Sleeves he wore, yet was no more 
A Chriſtian than Socinus. 


Oaths, Po and Con, he ſwallow'd down, 
Lov'd Gold like any Layman; 

Read, pteach'd and pray'd, and yet betray'd 
God's holy Cauſe for Mammon. 


Of every Vice he had a Spice, 

And, tho'a R d Pr te, 
He liv'd and dy'd, if not bely'd, 

A het diſſenting Zealot. 


PH 
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If ſuch a Soul to Heaven has ſtole, 
And *ſcap'd the Devil's Clutches, 
We may preſume there may be Room 
For N and his ps. 


doc ep bhp bb peo beet b 


On Henry Dunch, Efq; ly Mr. Waller. 


ERE lies the Prop and Glory of his Race, 

Who, that no Time his Memary may deface, 
His grateful Wife, under this ſpeaking Stone, | 
His Aſhes hid, to make his Merit known. 
Sprung from an opulent and worthy Line, 
Whoſe well us'd Fortune made their Virtues ſhine. 75 
A rich Example his fair Life did give, 
How others ſhould, with their Ralations, live ; 
A pious S-n, a Husband, and a Friend ; 
To Neighbours too, his Bounty did extend, 3 
So far, that they lamented when he dy d, 
As if all to him had been near ally'd. | 
ilis curious Youth would Men and Manners know, 
Which made him to the Southern Nations go, 
Nearer the Sun, tho' they more civil ſeem, 
Revenge and Luxury have their Eſteem 3; ; 
Which well obſerving, He return'd with more 
Value for £nz/and, than he had before. 
Her true Religion, and her Statutes too, 
He practis'd not leſs, than ſeek*d to know 
And the whole Country griev'd for their ill 2 
To loſe fo good, fo juſt a Magiſtrate. 

Ve I. II. Q 
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To ſhed a Tear may Readers be inclin'd, * 


And pray for one he only left behind: 
Till ſhe who does inherit his Eſtate, £7 
May Virtue love, like him, and Vices hate. 
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Epigram on Biſbop Atterbury 5 burying 
the Duke of Buckingham. Ny 


By Mr. Prior. 


Have no Hopes, the Duke he ſays, and dies. 

In ſure and certain Hopes the Prelate cries. 
of theſe two learned Peers, I pr'ythee ſay, Man, 
Who is the lying Knave, the Prieſt, or Layman 7” 
The Duke ke Rands an Infidel confeſt ; 

He's '6ur dear Brother, quoth the Lordly Prieſt. 
The Duke, tho! Knave, ftill Brother dear, he ci ies, 
And who can ſay, the Reverend Prelate lies ? 


2. 2. 2. E. 2 © 
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A STMILE 


Ehold theſe Monarch Oaks, that riſe, 
With lofty Branches, to the Skies; 
Have huge proportion'd Roots, that grow 
In equal Longitude below : We 
Two Bards that now in Faſhion reign, | | 5 
Maoſt aptly this Device explain; Ar 


If this on Clouds and Stars will venture, 
T hat will From downwards to the. Conue, 
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Or more, to ſhew the Thing I mean, 
Have you not o'er a Saw-pit ſeen 
Askilbd Mechanic, that has flood 

On a ſtrong Plank of ſtubborn Wood? 
Who.hird a ſubterraneous Friend, 

To take his Iron by the End; 

Yet; Which excell'd; was never found; * 
The Man above, or under, Ground? 
This Moral is ſo plain to hit, 
That, had I been the God of Wit, 
Then in a Saw -pit, and wet Weather, ö 
Should Leung and Philips work together. % 


ex N 2080 pe R 


On the Neuen Mr. T ravers's peruſing 
ſome Papers of Mr. Wyld's. | 


HEN learned Travers reads m' illit᷑ rate Lines, | 
Ho rude's their Stile, how dull my low De- 


ſigns. 
As ſparkling Stars their feeble Luſtre loſe, 
When radian Sol his glorious Aſpect ſhows; 
So the faint Light of my unpoliſt'd Lays, +4 
At great Apolli's Sight, ſinks down, decays ; ' 
Shrinks e'en to Nothing, 'till his burning Beams, 
Add Heat to the crude Matter of my Themes; 
Then, like Artæus, by each Fall I gain, 
Till I am rank'd with the Heroic Tram. 
Wou'd he but deign ſome Glimmerings to beſtGy, l 
Of that great Blaze, which in his W3rks does glow 
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Wou'd he but gild my Labours with thoſe Rays; 
Which Z/'s Iſle fo eminently grace. 

No ſnarling Zoilus wouid approach the Light, 

Each Page would prove for his weak Eyes too bright. 
Forbear, raſh Mortal ! tis too vain a Thought, 
That he ſhoud ſtoop to rectify each Fault, | 
Which his ſound Jadgment can, at once, deſcry, 
And hide it from a cens'ring Critic's Eye. 


Mm EEE 
by To Mr. Jotinfon, who kept ſome _ 
|; | of Mr, W yid's only lent to rea 

f | 132 Mothers are not more diſtreſs'd, 

= For ſucking Babes ſnatch'd from the tender Breaſt, 
= Than I, for the weak Labours of my Brain, 

Int | How ſhall my Soul th' tort'ring Loſs ſuſtain ? 

| Tho' rough's the Diction, unreſin'd each nenne 
* Erroneous ev'ry Page, and wildly wrote: 


| Tho' Words with Words irregularly join, 

| I'd not be rebb'd of one imperfe& Line: 

| For thoſe I mourn, as for your Son you'd fret; 
Forgive the Thought, no other Child I've yet. 
But think, was Bacchus dearer in Joe's Eye, 
Becauſe he ifſu'd from that Part, the Thigh; 
Than Pallas, who ſprung from his pregnant Head ; i 
"Tis what was never r yet in Story read. : 


Then grieve me not, no longer be unkind, 
But let me have the Labours of my Mind. 


125 } 
At Pleaſure to peruſe, the Product vie, |.» 
And, viewing, bleſs the bounteous Hand of you,; 
Who'll make the poliſh'd Lock each Piece reſiga, 
And, with Reluctance, yield it to be mine. 
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DUS BT, forbear to chide the Child, 

On Stids for hazarding his Limbs; 
His Soul is with Ambition fill'd, 

And ſo with glorious Toil he climbs. 


Or, if you'll ſay he plays the Fool, 
To riſque his Neck to raiſe his Head, 


Call bouncing Bob into your School, 
And Will, that waſpiſh Rival Lad. 


Bid them pat on plain low heel'd Shoes, 
To walk more ſteady, ſate, and ftreight's 

Alas ! *tis very dangerous, 2 
To venture on the Stilts of State. 


rrp eee bp rep e 2 % 


Epilogue to the Careleſs Husband, as 
ſpoke by Mrs, Furnival. 


Have heard ſome Bookiſh Friends of mine oft ſay, 
When Grecian Bards exhibited a Play, 
So bold the Satyre, fince with Truth *twas armed, 
That the Spectators often were alarmed - 
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ut always find true Gratitude 1 in me, 


F&kear their Nanies, from Actors Months proclaimed, 
= publickly, for private Vices, named. 

I'm ckünking, ou d this Practice come in Vogue, 
How every Hypocrite, each ſecret Rogue, 
Who ſwells, with thinkivg all his, Vice unknawn, 
Would toſs and fume, when publiſh'd to the Town. 
Lud { hat pure News wou'd tickle each Coquer, Th 
And, how the Characters expos'd, wou'd. fret? 
How would each wrinkled Prude, who rails at Play 
And talks of Nothing, but our wicked Ways, 1 
Drop all her Cavils, leſt ſome ſaucy Greature, | 
Should tell how. ſhe had failed, urg'd on by Nature? 
Athens, of old, ſuch Methods might require, 7 
To ſtop the mon rous Growth of looſe Deſire ; 
And London too, in theſe our modern Days, 
Might well be ſubject to the Satiriſt's Lays : 
There, did not Fear the Poets Thoughts reſtrain, 
This Practice might reſtore bright Virtue's Reign. 
YOR K; fam'd for virtnous Wives, and modeſt Maids, 
Has no Occaſion for ſuch deſperate Aids; 

Here babling Fame for once dares Truth declare, 
Proclaims you virtuous, as it owns you fair : 

Such Goodneſs, join'd to ſuch tranſcendent Charms, 
My grateful Breaſt, beyond Expreſſion, warms. 

Tl ſtudy every Art, and try each Way, 

In ſome Degree, your Favours to repay ; | 

And if, in this Attempt, I don't ſucceed, 
You'll let the Will ſtand Proxy for the Deed, | 
Nor ſhall you, Gentlemen, neglected be, 
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May the fair Nymphs, who claims your beſt ROAD» 
Attentive, liſten to the pleaſing Theme. 
May you, like Merelove, bear a conſlant Mind, 


And find, at length, each Lady Betty Kind. fob 
feb de ieie $46 56th nanu #322 
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Epilogue 10 the Lady sLaſt Stake, » ſpoke 
by Lady Gentle, at Spalding. 


HEN an Archangel ſhakes his vengeful Hand, 
Joo ſcatter Death o'er a devoted Land, 
At once he blaſts not All the vital Air, 
Ev'n yet gives Time for Penitence and Pray'r. 
But ſoon, and earneſt, muſt the Change be wrought, 
Or Men, and Herds, imbibe the deadly Draught. | 
Such muſt (dear Youth) the Reformation be, 
Tainted with the Itch of Play, in you, or me. 
Fatal Diſtemper ! Waſter of our Time, 
Our Caſh, our Credit, — And is this no Crime . 
Can ill ſprung Hopes retrieve a Reputation, 
Or Sin, for Faſhion Sake, excuſe a Nation ? 
Let my deluded Paſſion for it ſhow 


1 


What Trains of Miſchief may, unthought of, ug I 


From the Abuſe of what was but delign'd, 

As an Amuſement to relieve the Mind. 

Reverſe to. that, through Avarice, we deſtroy © 
It's Peace, and, with our Money, flake our Joy. | 
As ye wou'd *fcape the Plague! avoid the Snate; © ' 
The Dragon fhun' — the Elephant beware,” 


And all the Beaſts of Prey more dangerous lurking | : 


there. 
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On Miſs Deborah ſmging, 


HE hardy, ſtubborn Foe, at length, 
By Deborah is captive led; 
Their Nunbets” and their boaſted Strength, 
Are baffled by a tender Maid. 
Her Wiſdom, Youth, and Comelineſs inſpire 
Her gallant Legions with exalted Fire. 


Hark! now the Conqueror does proclaim 
Her Triumph in a lofty Song; 

O! glorious Maid, what wond'rous Famę 
Does to thy double Power belong! | 4 

The Warrior Pallas waits thee in the Field, 

As Queen of Ats, then's in thy Notes beheld. 


* Ly 


T his Story's antient, but, behold ! 
It here is verified anew ; | A 
A ſtubborn Foe to Love of old, 
This potent Songfter does ſubdue. 
By a young beauteous Deborah he dies, 
Whilſt gay ſhe ſings the Triumph of her Eyes, 


Have Mercy, O triumphant Fair, 1 
Nor let your Scorn inſult him now, 
Who is repentant, and will ne'er ww 
Deke again great Love, and you: | T} 
Be gen'rous, Victor Nymph, to heal his Wound, W 


Ang, ſmiling, footh him, with ſome gracious Song. W. 


[ 129 ] | 
That Voice can order Health, and Joy, 
Still to attend the happy Swain; 
Can make Deſpair fly far away, 
With all her melancholly Train. 
O ! mighty Muſic ! Miſtreſs of the Spheres, 
To whom the World itſelf Obedience bears. 


When Nature ſhall grow old and weak, 
And Sun, and Moon, and Earth decay, 
'Tis Tune to Light ſhall bring them back, 
And call up everlaſting Day. 
The Trump ſhall ſound, and Muſic raiſe the Dead, 
When Strength and Beauty endleſs Rounds ſhall tread. 
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ELIN DA has ten thouſand Charms, 
"Tis Heaven to lie within her Arms: 


And ſhe's fo charitably given, 
She wiſhes all Mankind in Heaven. 


tee HERE tec) fete K 
An Eſjay on Beauty. | 


HAT ſhall ungrateful Bards refuſe to praiſe ' 
The Spring, whence flows the Sweet of 
their Lays? 
Were not the Muſes fair, as well as wiſe, | 
The Pow'r of Verſe Mankind wou'd ſoon deſpiſe ; 
Were not the tuneful Nine all over Charms, 
We ſhou'd not fly ſo eager to their Aras, 
Vor. II. R 
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The Poet's Honours all to theſe belong, 
Their Charms alone do recommend ee Bol 
Were not his Songs the Dictates of the Fair, 
His Songs wou'd be no Muſic to the Ear. 
For when the God the Prophet” Thoughts ſpire 
And kindles in his Breaſt prophetic, Fires ; 

"Tis not the Expreſſions of a Prieſt which more, 
But the great Dictates of the mighty Joe. 


Whatever pleaſes, that we Beauty call, 
The Soul is Beauty, Beauty's all in all; 
Homer, tho' blind, ſuch dazling Charms diſplays,” 
As Kindle round his Head immortal Rays; 
Nor ſhall the ſacred 7/ad lie in Duſt, 
Whilſt Beauties pleaſe, as ſure they ever muſt. 


Sweet Innocence ! a chaſt, and Heavenly Air, 
And Virtue ever pleaſing in the Fair ; 
Have winning Beauties, and unconquer'd Charms, 
Which make us fly tranſported to their Arms ; 
Not envying Monarchs, whom bright Gems entwine, 
Whilſt we're encircled in their Arms divine. 


And, ſhall we then bright Beauty's Power deſpiſe ? 
Which thus invites te be both good and wiſe ; 
Sure 'tjs no Shame to own that Beauty's Charms, 
Aſſault our Senſes with reſiſtleſs Arms: 

Since Love unruly Paſſions does controul, 
Expels the Beaſt, and poliſhes the Soul ; 

For, chain'd with Froſt, the Waters lazy ſtand, / 
Nor give their Bleſſing to the thirſty Land. 
Till gentle Beams deſcend, diſſolve their Chain, 
And bid 'em flow and feed the fruitful Flain. 
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Say, how can Time make Beauty's Glory fade 
It's Bloom how whiter, and it's Luſtre hade, 
Since Helens Charms the Fate of Troy ſurvive, 
And, like the Sun, unfaded yet do live; 
And, till the Luſtre of that Sun decays, 
Shall ſhine the potent Rival of his Rays; A 
Hence we conclude, that Beauty's Pow'rs ne 
And Women placed in a ſuperior State; * 2418 
Since Sappbo's Lays have gain'd an endleſs Name, 
And Caroline's Virtues fill the Mouth of Fame. 
Heav'n gave us Souls divine, and hence we know, 
That nought can truly pleaſe but what is ſo ; $743 
Then Beauty's ſure divine, whoſe powerful Rays 
All different Faculties alike can pleaſe, 
Fill all the Breaſt, and the whole Soul employ, 
And fink the Senſes in unfathom'd Joy. | 
For if in Beaſts the Name of Beauty charms, 
And bears in lifeleſs Things reſiſtleſs Arms: 
What, when an Elegance of Form we find, 
With equal Beauties of a Soul combin'd, 
What muſt it do? but thro? our Eyes betray 
Reaſon, and ſteal our ſoftned Senſe away ? 
So that Reflexion which the Sun does make 
Upon the Chryſtal Surface of the Lake, | 
Does only charm the Eye, but that true Light - A, 
Hung ith* Sky confounds the dazled Sight. 


Men are more eloquent than Women made, 
But Women are more powerful to:perſwade z.. . 
Vet, ſay, my Mule, - whence can their Power ariſe, 
But from their Charms, and Eloque ace of Eyes? 
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For if, againſt their Sex, one ought ſhould ſay, 
Diſpute't but with their Eyes, they win the, Day; 
Uſe but thoſe ſubtle Arguments which dart 
So ſtrong! from ev'ry Grace and beauteous Part, 5 Z 
They teach the Stoick his Affections too, EY 
And draw the Cynick from his Tub to Woo; ; 
For, could the Cynick rudely drive away ks 
The World's great Lord, renjoy the Beams of ae 
Nor own in Beauty a ſuperior Charin, 

Which fires even Souls, whilft thoſe but Bodies warm. 


And tho to Stoicks Heay'n applies i in vain, 
The Baits of Pleaſure, and the Wounds of Pain, 
Whilſt his ſuperior Senſe and Mind dilate, 

Looks down diſdainful on th Attempts of Fate, 
Yet even his Virtue bids him not withſtand - .;,.._.. ' 
The Thunder flaming from 7ove's mighty Hand. 

: If he to, Thunder yield, he ſure muſt own, ++ 
That Pow r ſupreme which melts the Thunder down 4 
For Fove ſoon calms his Rage if Venus ſmile; 

And Heaven it felf becomes a Cyprian le. 
40 þ pp epbÞÞþ fp3 pp SS$ $$ 5 
De, Quad quæris in Te eſt. 
Mbition ſeeks for Happineſs abroad; 
But loſty Views o'erlook the ready Road, 
That leads unto Contra ; ; in vain we roam 
For Pleaſures which fill make the Heart their Home. 
Secure, my Paſſions kept in Peace, I reigg 
Prer my ſelf; nor envy George, his Train. 
George,” good, and great, can't. greater ſay than this, 
Fehold my Mind to, me a. Kingdom isn 
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On ae Queen! 7 Sidbneſs 00 


Racious Diſpoſer of all "worldly 3 Ro 
Thou Lord of Lords, thou. d ae of 
Kings, \ ads acts td 

From whom all Empires maſt their F Fate regeire. +5) 
By wham all Monarchs reiga, by whom they uc, 
From thy lov'd Seat of Mercy, deign to hear 
(And oh! in Pity grant) a Nation's Pray'r.. -- 
Thou with a Queen did'ſt Britain's Bliſs ordain ; 1 
Bleſs Britais ſtill, and ſtill extend her iar 
Let her yet longer wait the Crown of Heaven. 1 
And late arrive at Joys moſt ſurely given: 
May in this Pray'r no impious Zeal be ſneu n, 
Leſs offer'd for her Intereſt, than our own; BE 
For thou kaſt bid us ask for ALL we want 
— Spare then our Monarch, nor yet claim thy Saint; 1 — 
Againſt her Will, her Joys a whilz fafpend, 
To Thouſands thus thy Mercy ſhall extent : 
By Death to her alone a Jay you give, 
Whale Nations by her Life will Joy receive.” Nr 
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A Copy .of — on ber lute Maj i 
Queen Caroline, 


Enſive in Shades Brizannia's Genius ſat, 
And mourn'd her fawurite [ſſe; approaching rote 
Kanes they too ſoon muſt loſe the Part divine, SINE 
Of her who cau their Joys, grea: Caroline. 3 
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[ 134 ] 
Swell'd with Poetic Grief the Goddeſs fpoke; '*©* © | 
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| And thro' deep Sighs her mournful Silence broke, 
1 | Now, Britons, now! the Sable Curtain draws, © ** 8 
14 | Too ſoon the Worth you I know of what you ry 
wo She who adort'd each Part of human Life, L 
J With juſt Applauſe, as Queen, as Mother, Wiſe; 
| Whom jarring Factions enviouſly admir'd, © 
Whaſe Virtues every Soul with Duty fir d. 
No more receives the Tribute of your Praiſe, n 
But now, unconſcious of the Poet's Lays, : 
In drowzy Death's Embraces cold ſhe lies, 4 
Unchear'd by Wiſhes, and unwarm'd by Sighs. 


But, tho' Fate's hard Decree has robb'd us here, 
Of what each Friend to Liberty thought dear, 
Her better Part to happier Climates gone, 
Has chang'd an Earthly for an Heavenly Throne. 
May Faction droop, may groundleſs Diſcords ceaſe, 
And George's Reign be crown'd with endleſs Peace; 
And may the ſole Diſpute mongſt Britons be, 0 
To ftrive who moſt excells in Loyalty. | 


TEE ELINY KS A8 285 
To the' Arch-Deacon. 


14 UDER the Sun is Nothing new; 
| Nothing, if Solomon ſays true, 
Arch-deacon, you'll excuſe me then, | 
If I to Day ſhould not be ſeen, | 
Amidf the goodly Row of Friends, | 
Which on your Reyerence attends, 8 5 
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To hai! you happy in this New ear, 
Wiſhing it full of, Health and Cheer: 

Bat lo! Sir, Compliments apart, 

My Muſe ſhall greet you from her Heart. 
Through many good old Years, O! may ad 
Your, preſent emper not decay! TIT 
That Lemper, Which denoteth plain, * 
A Mind, and Body free from Pain. 
And, can my Wiſnes not ſucceed ? 

They muſt, if Sages have decreed - 
Aright in their Philoſophy, 

Who thus, of Nature all agree, 

That as by Enyy's evil Eye, 
The hated Wretch may blaſted die; 

So he, whoſe Riches are beſtow'd. 

In conſtant Offices of Good; 

In giving to the Fatherleſs, 

And Widow, Food, and Chearfulneſs, 
By bleſſed Sympathy ſhall ſhare 
The Strength renew'd of them and her, 

A Wiſh;of Health, for ſuch a Man 
-Wou'd be ſuperftuous and vain ; 

For fair Abundance freely will, 

By juſt Account, his Coffers fill; 

Who lends ſo much unto the Lord, 

To be with Intereſt high reſtor'd. 

When you muſt pay the only Debt, 

Was &er demanded of you yet, 

May a good gentle Hundred Year, 
Commit you ſafely to the Bier; 
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Whüſt your white Locks will ſeem to be 
But Bloſſoms of the Myſtic Tree, 

Of Life eternal, which ſhall ſpread 

Up to the Sky its glorious Head : 

Where none but youthful Years attend, 
And, now Farewel, my Heavenly Friend. 
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An EPILOGUE, by Way of Thanks, 
humbly adirciled to all my worthy 
Subſcribers, by Gentlemen and La- 
dies, your moſt bedient, and moſt 


humble Servant, 705. TARRO. 


S fome pror Traveler, at Claſe of Day, 

Tro dreary Paths, purfues th' uncertain Way; 
Now hepes, now fears, his Breaſt alternate move, 
To meet with Reft, or unknown Dangers prov, 
"Till fome unhop'd for Light attracts his yes, 
And fills bis anxious Soul with great Surprixe:; 
So I, by Fate's dark Frowns, on Fortune tot, 
To hope ; to all but black Deſpair quite boft ; 
Hawe felt the Warmth of jour refreſving Light, 
Which, like the bun, has chear'd my gloomy Nig lit. 
May Gratitude my future Steps direct, | 
My Joy hall be to pleaſe, while you protect; 
And tho my Power, that Labour to purſue, 
Shou'd prove too aue a, Experience makes i; true, % 
4 kind Indulgence 1 7® hope Hm You 
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